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CONVERSATION THE FIRST. 



Called on Mr. Noithcote ; had, as usual, an 
interesUng conversation. Spoke of some account 
of Lord Byron in a newspaper, which he thought 
must be like. " The writer says, he did not 
wUb to be thought merely a great poet. My 
uster asked, *What then did he vish to be 
thought ?' Why, I'll tell you ; he wished to be 
BomethiQg different &om every body else. As to 
nobility, there were many others before him, so 
that he could not rely upon that ; and then, as 
to poetry, there are so many wretched creatures 
that pretend to the name, that he looked at it 
with di^ust : he thought himself as distinct firom 
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then ?""— « Why no, she rath«r thinks herself 
one, and yet there is something ahout her that 
would pass for such. Girls generally find out 
where to place themselves. She^s clever too; 
isnH she ?^— « Oh ! yes.''— "What did she teU 
you about Lord Byron ? because I am curious to 
know all about him.''—" I asked her if it was 
true that Lord Byron was so poor a creature 
as H ' represented him ? She at first mis- 
understood me, and said, nothing could be 
meaner than he was, and g^ve some instances 
of it. I said, that was not what I meant ; that 
I could' believe any thing of that kind of him; 
that whatever he took in his head he would carry 
to extremes, regardless of every thing but the 
feeling of the moment ; but that I could not 
conceive him to be in conversation, or in any 
other way, a flat and common-place person.* 
' Oh ! no,' she said, ^ he was not. H— — was 
hardly a fair judge. The other had not behaved 

well to him, and whenever they met, 'H al- 

ways began some kind of argument, and as Lord 
Byron could not argue, they made but a bad 

* Mr. Moore has just written a book to prove the truth 
of the contrary opinion. 
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piece of buemesB of it, and it ended imssUsfac- 

torily foT allpardes. I said, H was too apt 

to put people to theii trumps, or to force tbem 
apon doing not what they could do, but what he 
thought he could do. He, however, not only 

gave his own opinion, but sud, Mr. S could 

only just endure Lord Byron's company. This 
seemed to me odd ; for though be might be na- 
dier oratOT norphilosopher, yet any tlung he m^bt 
say <a only stammer out in brob^i sentences, 
must be interesting : a glance, a gesture would 
be fiiU of meaning ; oi he would make one look 
about one like the tree in Virgil, that expressed 
itself by groans. To this she assented, and ob- 
served — ' At least S and myself found it so ; 

for' we generally sat with bim till morning. He 
was perhaps a little moody and reserved at first ; 
bat by touching on certain strings, he began to 
unbend, and gave the most extraordinary accounts 
of his own feelings and adventures that could be 
imagined. Besides, be was very handsome, and 
it was some satisfaction to look at a head at once 
BO beautiful and expressive f I repeated what 

H told me, that when he and Lord Byron 

met in Italy, they did not know one another; he 
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himself from having grown so thin, and Byron 
from having grown so £it, like a great chubby 
8chool4M)y — a drcumstaace which shocked hi$ 
lordship so much, that he took to diioking vine« 
gar at a great rate, that he might recov^ the 
figure of the stripling God. I mentioned some 

things that H had reported of Lord Byron ; 

such as his saying, * He never cured for any 
thing above a day,^ — ^which might be merdy in 
a fit (^ spleen, ox from the spirit of contradictimi» 
or to avoid an imputation of teniimenittiUjf.'^^ 
— << Oh !'' said Northoote, << that will never do, 
to take things literally that are uttered in a mo* 
ment of irritation. You do not express your 
own opinion, but one as opposite as possiUe to 
that of the person that has provoked you. You 
get as far from a person you have taken a piqpie 
sgainst as you can, just as you tum'ofip the pave* 
ment to get out of the way of a chimney-sweeper; 
but it is not to be supposed you prefer walking 
hi the mud, for all that ! I have often been 
ashamed myself of speeches I have made in that 
w^y, which have been repeated to me as good 
ihingSf when all I meant was that I. would 
say any thing sooner than agree to the nonsense 



or aflfectatioii I heard. Yoa then set yourself 
against what you think a wrong bias in another,, 
and are not like a wallbuta buttress — as £sur firom. 
the right line as your antagonist ; and the more, 
sbeaxd he is, the more so do you become. Be-^ 
fore you attoid to what any one says, you should, 
ask. Was he talking to a foot or a wise man ? 

No ; H would make Lord Byron tributary. 

to him, or would make him out to be nothing. 
I wonder you admire him as you do, and com«,. 
pare him to the wits of Charies II. It isn^t writ- 
ing verses^ or painting a picture — that, as Sir. 
Joshua used to say, is what eveiy body can do : 
but it is the doing something more than any body 
dae can do that entides the poet or the artist ix>^ 
distinction, or makes the work live. But these 
people shut themselves up in a little circle ^ 
their own, and fancy all the world are looking 

at fikemJ* I said, H had been q>oiled by 

flattery when he was young. << Oh ! no/^ he 
said, ^^ it was not that. Sir Joshua was not 
spoiled by flattery, and yet he had as much of 
it as any body need have ; but he was looking 
out to see what the world said of him, or think* 
ing what figure he should make by the side of 
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Correggio or Vandyke, not pluming himself on 
being a better painter than some one in the next 
street) or being surprised that the people at his 

own table spoke in praise of his pictures. It is 
a little mind that is taken up with the nearest 
object, or puffed up with immediate notice : to 
do any thing great, we must look out of ourselves 
and see things upon a broader scale.^^ 

I told Northcote I had promised H I 

would bring him to see him ; and then, said I, 
you would think as favourably of him as I do, 
and every body else that knows him. " But you 
didn''t say any thing in my praise to induce him 
to come ?^ — " Oh ! yes ; I exerted all my elo- 
quence.'" — " That wasn't the way. You should 
have said I was a poor creature, perhaps amusing 
for half an hour or so, or curious to see like a 
little dried mummy in a museum : but he would 
not hear of your having two idols! Depend 
upon it, he'll not come. Such characters only 
want to be surrounded with satellites or echoes : 
and that is one reason they never improve. True 
genius, as well as wisdom, is ever docile, humble, 
vigilant, and ready to acknowledge the merit it 
seeks to appropriate from every quarter. That 
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was Fu8eli'*s mistake. Nothing was good enough 
for him, that was not a repetition of himself. So 
once when I told him of a very fine Vandyke^ 
he made answer — ^ And what is it P A little bit 
of colour. I wouIdn^t go across the way to see 
it.^ On my telling this to Sir Joshua, he said— 

* Ay, he'll repent it, he'll repent it !' W 

is another of those who would narrow the uni- 
Terse to their own standard. It is droll to 
see how hard you labour to prop him up too, and 
seem to fancy hell live."' — ^< I think he stands a 
better chance than Lord Byron. He has added 
one original feature to our poetry, which the other 
has not ; and this, you know, Sir, by your own 
rule, ^ves him the best tide.'" — ^^ Yes ; but the 
little bit that he has added is not enough. None 
but great objects can be seen at a distance. If 
posterity looked at it with your eyes, they might 
think his poetry curious and pretty. But consider 
how many Sir Walter Scotts, how many Lord 
Byrons, how many Dr. Johnsons there will be 
in the next hundred years ; how many reputa- 
tions will rise and sink in jhat time ; and do you 
imagine, amid these conflicting and important 
claims, such trifles as descriptions of daisies and 

B3 
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idiot-boys (however veil they may be done) inlk 
not be swept away in the tide of time, like straws 
and weeds by the torrent? No; the world can 
only keep in view the prmdpal and most pex&ct 
productions of. human ingenuity ; such works aa 
Dryden^s, Fope^s, and a few others, that firom 
their unity, their completeness, their polish have 
the stamp of immortality upon them, and seem 
indestructible like an element of nature. There 
are few of these : I fear your fidend W— is 
not one.'" 

I said, I thoiight one circumstance against 
him was the want of popularity in his life-time. 
Few people made much noise after their deaths 
who did not do so while they were living. Pos- 
terity could not be supposed to rake into the re* 
cords of past times for the Illustrious Obscure; 
and only ratified or annulled the lists of great 
names handed down to them by the voice of 
common &me« Few people recovered firom the 
neglect or obloquy of their contemporaries. The 
public would hardly be at the pains to try the 
same cause twice over, or did not like to reverse 
its own sentence, at least when on the un&voui^ 
able side. There was Hobbes, finr instance : he 
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lud a bad name while living) and it was of no 
use to think at this time of day of doing him 
justice. While the priests and politicians weie 
tearing him in peces for his atheism and aihi« 
tmj iNJnciples, Mr. Locke stole his philosophy. 
Cnaa him ; and I would fain see any one restom 
it to the right owner. Quote the passages one 
by one, show that every princi^ of the modem 
metaphysical system was contained in Hobbes^ 
and that all that succeeding writers have done 
was to deduce 6om Mr. Lockers imperfect con- 
cessions the veiy consequences, ^< aimed all in 
proof,^ that already existed in an entire and un- 
mutilated state in his predecessor; and you shall 
the next day hear Mr. LodLC spoken of as the 
jGither of English philosof^y as currently and 
confidaitly as if not the shadow of a doubt had 
ever been started on the subject Mr. Hdbbe% 
by the boldness and comprehensivenesa of his 
Tiews^had shocked the prejudices and drawn down 
jsfODi his head the enmity of his contemporaries : 
Mr. Lodce, by going more cautiously to work, 
and only admitting as much at a time as the 
public mind would bear, prepared the way ton 
the rest of Mr. Hobbes^s philosophy, and for a 
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Tast rqiutation for himself, which nothing can 
impugn. Stat nominis vmbra. The world are 
too far off to distinguish names from tilings ; and 
call Mr. Locke the first of English philosophers, 
as they call a star by a particular name, because 
others call it so. They also dislike to have their 
confidence in a great name destroyed, and fear, 
that by displacing one of their favoured idols 
from its niche in the Temple of Fame, they may 
endanger the whole building. 

NoBTHCOTE— " Why, I thought Hobbes stood 
as high as any body. I have always heard him 
spoken of in that light. It is not his capacity that 
people dispute, but they object to his character. 
The world will not encourage vice, for their own 
sakes; and they give a casting-vote in favour of 
virtue. Mr. Locke was a modest, conscientious 
enquirer after truth, and the world had the saga- 
city to see this and to be willing to give him a 
hearing ; the other, I conceive, was a bully, and 
a bad man into the bargain, and they did not want 
to b^ bullied into truth or to sanction licentious* 
ness. This is imavoidable; for the desire of 
knowledge is but one principle of the mind. It 
was the same with Tom Paine. Nobody can 
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deny that he was a very fine writer and a very 
sensible man ; but he flew in the face of a whole 
generation, and no wonder that they were too 
much for him, and that his name is become a bye- 
word with such multitudes, for no other reason 
than that he did not care what offence he gave 
them by contradicting all their most inveterate 
prejudices. If you insult a room-fiill of people, 
you will be kicked out of it. So neither will 
the world at large be insulted with impunity. If 
you tell a whole country that they are fook and 
knaves, they will not return the compliment by 
crying you up as the pink of wisdom and honesty. 
Nor will those who come after be very apt to 
take up your quarrel. It was not so much 
Paine^s being a republican or an unbeliever, as 
the manner in which he brought hfs opinions 
forward (which showed self-conceit and want of 
feeling) that subjected him to obloquy. People 
did not like the temper of the man : it falls under 
the article of moral virtue. There are some re^ 
putations that are great, merely because they are 
amiable. There is Dr. Watts : look at the en* 
comiums passed on him by Dr. Johnson ; and 
yet to wjiat, according to his statement, does his 
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»orit ittount P Why only lo this, that he 
ihM Uit which none Cin do well> and empkyed 
hitt Ulonte unifbmly ibr the ivdfiue of mankind, 
llo ira« a good nan, and the voice of the piiUic 
hat given him credit for being a great one. The 
▼orld may be forced to do homage to great ta* 
lents, but they cMily bow willingly to these when 
they are joined with benevolence and modesty; 
nor will they pat weapons into the hands of the 
bold and unprincipled sojribist to be turned against 
their own interests and wishes.^ I said, there 
was a great deal in the manner of bringing truth 
forward to influence its reception with the reader;., 
for not only did we resent unwelcome novelties 
advanced with an insolent and dogmatical air; 
but we were even ready to give up our fiivouzite 
notions, when we saw them advocated in a harsh 
and intolerant manner by those of our own party^ 
sooner than submit to the pretensi<«s of blind- 
fold presumption. If any thing could make me 
a bigot, it would be the arrogance of the free* 
thinker; if any thing could make me a slave, it 
would be the sordid sneering fopperies and sweep- 
ing clauses of the liberal party. Ben^adoes are ' 
generally made so, not by the overtures of their 
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adTersaiies, but by disgust at the waatof candonr 
and moderation in thdr fiiends. Northoote re- 
plied — ^^ To be Bine, there was nothing more 
painful than to have one^s own opinions disfigured 
or thrust down one^s throat by impertinence and 
folly ; and that once when a pedantic coxcomb 
was crying up Raphael to the slies, he could not 
help saying — ^ If there was nothing in Raphael 
but what you can see in him, we should not now 
have been talking of him r ^ 
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CONVERSATION THE SECOND. 



When I called, I found Mr. Northcotepamt- 
ing a portrait of himself. Another stood on an 
easel. He asked me, which I thought most like ? 
I said, the one he was about was the best, but not 
good enough. It looks like a physician or a 
member of parliament, but it ought to look like 
something more— a Cardinal or a Spanish Inqui- 
sitor ! I do not think you ought to proceed in 
painting your own face as you do with some 
others — ^that is, by trying to improve upon it : 
you have only to make it like ; for the more 
like it is, the better it will be as a picture. 



« 
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<< Oh ! he tried to make it like."" I found I 
had got upon a wrong scent. Mr. Northcote) 
as an artist, was not bound to have a fine 
head, but he was bound to paint one. I am al- 
ways a very bad courtier; and Uiink of what 
strikes me, and not of the effect upon others. So j 

I once tried to compliment a very handsome bru» ] 

4 i 

nettcy by telling her how much I admired dark 
beauties. << Oh !^ said Northcote, ^< you should 
have told her she was fair. She did not like 
hlackj though you did T^ After all, there is a 
kind of selfishness in this plain-speaking. In the 
present case, it set us wrong the whole morning, 
and I had to stay longer than usual to recover the 
old track. I was continually in danger of over- 
setting a stand with a small looking-glass, which 
Northcote particularly cautioned me not to touch; 
and every now and then he was prying into the 
glass by stealth, to see if the portrait was like. 

He had on a green velvet-cap, and looked very 
like Titian. 

Northcote then turning round, said, ^' I wanted 
to ask you about a speech you made the other 
day : you said you thought you could have made 
something of portrait, but that you never could 
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have pftinted hiatoty. What did you mesn by 
that ?'^~« Oh ! all I meant vas, that sometimes 
vhai I see a fine Titian or Rembrandt, I feel as 
if I could hare done something of the same kind 
with the proper pains, but I have never the same* 
fisding with respect to Biiphael. My admiration 
is there utterly immixed with emulation or regret. 
In fiu^ I see what is before me, but I have mi 
invaition.^ 

No&THCOTE — " You do not know till you try. 
There is not so mudi differenee as you imagine. 
Portrait often runs into history, and history into 
portrait, without our knowii^ it. Expression is 
eommon to both, and that is the chief difficulty. 
The greatest history-painters haye always been 
able portrait-painteis. How should a man paint' 
a thing in motion, if he cannot paint it still ? 
But the great point is to catdi the prevailing look 
and character: if you are master of this, you can 
make almost what use of it you please. If a por- 
trait has force, it will do for history ; and if his- 
tory is well painted, it will do for portrait. This 
is what gave dignity to Sir Joshua: his portraits 
had always that determined air and character that 
you know what to think dT them as if you had seen 



tbem engaged in the Biort decided adioB. So 
Fusdi said ix£ Tiuan's {ncftnie of Paul III. and 
Ustwonq^WB, < That is trae histoiy T Many 
of the groi^ in the Vatican, by Baphael, aie 
only oollections q£ fine portraits. That is why 
West, Bany, and others pretended to despise 
portrait, because they coold not do it, and it 
would only expose their want of truth and natnre. 
No ! if you can give the lookj you need not fiear 
painting history. Yet how difficult that is, and 
on what slight causes it depends I It is not 
enough that it is seen, unless it is at the same 
time felt How odd it seems, that often while yoa 
are looking at afiu^, and thou{^ you perceiTe no 
diffisrence in the features, yet you find they have 
undergonea total alteration of expression! What 
a fine hand thenis required to trace what the eye 
can scarcdy be said to distingnish ! So I used 
to contend against Sir Joshua, that Bi^hael had 
triumphed oyer this difficulty in the Miiade of 
Bolsena, where he has givoi the internal blush of 
the unbelieving priest at seeing the wafer turned 
into blood-^the colour to be sure asasts, but the 
look of stnpcfacrioii and shame is also therein the 
most marked degree. Sir Joshua said it was my 
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fimcy, but I am as convinced of it as I am of my 
existence; and the proof is that otherwise he bas 
done nothing. Thore is no stoiy without it ; but 
he has trusted to the ezpresdon to tell the stoijr, 
instead of leaving the expression to be made out 
ftom the stoiy. I have often observed the same 
.thing in myself, when I have blamed any one as 
mildly as I could, not using any violence of lan- 
guage, nor indeed intending to hurt ; and I have 
afterwards wondered at the effect ; my sister has 
said, * You should have seen your look,^ but I 
did not know of it myself — I said, " If you 
had, it would have been less felt by others. An 
instance of this made me laugh not long ago. I 
WAi QffenAe& at a waiter for very ill behaviour at 
an Inn at Calais ; and while he was out of the 
room, I was putting on as angry a look as I 
could, but I found this sort of previous rehearsal 
to no purpose. The instant he returned into the 
room, I gave him a look that I felt made it unne- 
cessary to tell him what I thought." — " To be 
sure, he would see it immediately.'*^ — " And 
don't you think, Sir,'^ I said, " that this explains 
the difficulty of fine acting, and the difference be- 
tween good acting and bad — ^that is, between fiice* 
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making or mouibmg and genuine pasaon ? To 
give the last, an actor nrast possess the highest 
truth of imagination, and must undeigo an en- 
tire revolution of feeling. Is it wonderful that so 
many prefer an artificial to a natural actor, the 
mask to the man, the pompous pretension to the 
ample expression? Not at all; the wonder 
rather is that people in general judge so right as 
they do, when they have such douhtful grounds 
to go upon ; and they would not, but they trust 
less to rules or reasoning than to their feelings.^ 
NoBTHcoTE — ^* You must come to that at last 
The common sense of mankind (whether a good 
or a bad one) is the best criterion you have to ap- 
peal to. You necessarily impose upon yourself 
in judging of your own works. Whenever I am 
trying at an expression, I hang up the picture in 
the room and ask people what it means, and if 
they guess right, I think I have succeeded. 
You yourself see the thing as you wish it, or ac- 
cording to what you have been endeavouring to 
make it When I was doing the figures of 
Argyll in prison and of his enemy who 
comes and finds him asleep, I had a great diffi. 
culty to encounter in conveying the expression of 
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the last — ^indeed I £d it from mjwM-^l wanted 
to give a look of mingled remorse and adxoiralaaii ; 
and when I found that others saw tUs look in the 
d^etdi I had made, I left off. B7 going on, I 
m%ht loae it again. There is a point of fdicitj' 
irhidi, whether yoa fidl short of or hare gene 
heyond it, can only be determined bjr the eSHfectcm 
the unprejudiced obserrer. Yoa cannot be al- 
irays with your pictore to es^plain it to otheni : 
it must be left to speak fbr itsdbE. Those who 
stand before their pictures and make fine speeches 
about them, do themsdves a HF^rld c^ harm : a 
painter fthould cut out his tongue, if he widies to 
succeed. His langui^ addresses itself not to the 
ear, but the eye. He should stidc to that as much 
aspossiUe. Sometimes you hit (tf an dPect without 
knowing it. Indeed the hapfMest results are fre- 
quently the most unconscious. Boaden was here 
the other day. You dcm^t remember Henderson, 
I suppose ?** — " No.*" — " He says his reading 
was the most perfect he erer knew. He thought 
himself a pretty good reader md a tollable 
mimic ; that he succeeded toIeraUy well m imi- 
tating Kemble, Mrsl Siddoffii, and outers, but 
that there was something in Hendarson^s reading 
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aora{)niortoifldieTm.llut tteDevcrcMUc^Be 
any thing near it. I toU trim, Yoa AaiiX tav* 
th&t : if yoa vcre to hear faia now, nv wa^t 
tfaink hiiB erai worse dun yioar own ■»''pf»'» «( 
Jiim. We deceire onrselres » bix}! vitfc re- 
spect to the exceUences of othen bs vr do with 
respect to our own, bv dwdfing on a &raaiilE 
idea. In order to jndgv, yoa eboiild a^ smne one 
else who rememboed him. I spoke to him ibfiat 
Kemble, whose life he has been tately wr iui ^. 
I said, when he sat to me for the RidtAtl III. 
meeting the duldren, be lent ne s» asB^Unce 
whatever in the expression I wiAed to girc, bat 
remained quite immoveable, as if he woe Htdng 
for an ordinary portrait. Boaden said. This wxg 
his my : he aerer put iaamX Id aaf i nilim, 
«Kac{rt in Ids pipfiwioiHl duncter. If ny oae 
vsnted to inaw his idea at a part or of a par- 
tJenlar piwsgp, his Jefij atmija was, 'YosboM ' 
come and see He do k.'" 

NortfacoteUmipabaf ^ba^, ashealwsjm 
caDe Iran (Master Bettf). He aAed if I had 
ever seen hfan act, and I said, Yt»t ''^^ "^^iiic 
«f his adnireiB. He aaawend. ** Oh 1 y^^. ,. 
was Rich a beamtM efiMOB rf a-tinal ^rmihi. 
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li^ ; and tben thst graceful plaf of the limbs 
in youth gave such an advantage over every one 
about him. Humphreys (the artist) said, ' He 
had never seen the little Apollo off the pedestal 
before.' Yon see the same thing in the boys at 
Westminster-School. Bat no one was equal to 
him." Mr. Northcote alluded with pleasure to 
bis unaffected manners when a boy, and men- 
tioned as an instance of his simplidty, his saying 
one day, *' If they admire me so much, what 
would they say to Mr. Harl^ ?"" (a tr^edian in 
the same stroUing company with himself.) We 
then spoke of his acting since he was grown up. 
Northcote stud, <* He went to see him one night 
with Fuseli, in Jlevander the Great, and that 
he observed coming out, they could get nobody 
to do it better." — " Nor so well," said FuselL 
A question being put, " Why then could henot 
succeed at present ?"— " Because,^ said North- 
cote, " the world will never admire twice. The 
first stirpiise was excited by his being a boy ; and 
when that was over, nothing could bring them 
back again to the same point, not though he had 
turned out a second Ro8<»us. They had taken a 
Eiiifeit of their idol, and wanted something new. 
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Nothing he could do could astomah them ao nnidi 
the second time, as the youthfol pto^gf h«d 
done the first time ; and therefore he must alwaj* 
appear as a toil to himself, and seem compan- 
tivdy flat and insipid. Garricb lept np the fever 
of public admiration as long as any body ; bat 
when he returned to the stage after a short ab- 
sence, no one went to see him. It was the same 
with Sir Joi^ua : latterly Romney drew all hia, 
utters from him. So they say the Exhibition v 
worse every year, though it is jnst tfae same: 
there are the same subjects and the same painters. 
Admiration is a forced tribute, and to extort it 
from mankind (enviouB and ignorant as they are) 
they must be taken unawares.^ I remarked — 
** It was the same in books; if ui author waa 
only equal to himself, he was always said to fall 
off. The blow to make the same impression 
must be doubled, because we are prepared for 
it. We ^ve him the whole credit of bis first 
successfiil productioa, because it was altogether 
unexpected; but if he does not rise as much 
above himself in the second instance, as the first 
was above nothing, we are disappointed and say 
he has fallen off, for our feelir^ are not equally 
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fiidtod.''^'^ Jttst,'' said NortboDte, ^ » M. 
fftjptiiy a pMttait: people «re suxpriied at die 
fini attHgt aad wonder to oee liow you haye got 
on: but I tdl tlien tiheyinll ne^er see so mad 
done again; fiw at &st there was nothing hot a 
blank cauTas to work upon, but afterwards you 
har^ to improve upon your own des^n, and this 
at every step becomes more and mcHe difficult. 
]^t puts me in aiind of an observation of Opie^, 
tbat it was wrong to sc^pose that people went on 
ia i ptuvia g to Ae last in any art or profession : on 
the oontraxy, they put their best ideas into their 
first works ^which they have been qualifying 
liiemselves to undertake all their lives befere) ; 
and what ihey gain afterwards in correctness and 
refinement, they' lose in origimdity and vigour.** 
I assented to this as a very striking and (as I 
Aought) sound resNirL He said, ** I wish you 
had known Opie : he was i very original-minded 
man. Mrs. Siddons used to say — < I like to 
meet Mr. Opie ; for then I always hear some- 
dbing I did n6t know before." 1 do not say that 
he was always right ; but he always put your 
thoughts into a new track, that was worth follow- 
mg. I was very fond of Opie^s conversation; andl 



icmaabar onoe mhem I was expiesHiig my snrpiifle 
U Im hxtmg io little of tbe Oomish dialect ; 
< Why,^ he 6«id, ^ the veason is, I nerer spoke 
at 4JI till I knew yonaiid WokoU.' He was a 
tnie genius. Mr. <— - is a person ^ great 
jwj^ineiit; but I da not leant so aimdi firani 
lam, I tiiiiik this is the diflfereooe between sense 
and genius ;-— a nan of genius juices for him* 
teU, and you hear notliing bat what is original 
fiom him : but a man of sense or with a know- 
ledgetxf the wodU, judges as others do ; and he 
if on this acoount the safest gmde 4o foUew, 
though not, pahaps, the most instructive com-* 
panien. I recollect Hiss Reynolds making 
neacly Ihe saa^ obsenration. She said — ^ I donH 
know how it is; I dtm'^t think Miss C-— — a 
▼«y derar woman, and yet, whenever I am at 
aioss about any thing, I always go to consult 
h^y and hex advice is almost sure to be Tight.** 
The remon was, tbtt this lady, instead of tak- 
ing her own view of the subject (as a person of 
snpener ci^actty might have been tempted to do) 
oonskfeved only what light others would view it 
im and pronounced her decbdon acoordhig to dm 
pcnvailiagndes attd maxims of the wotUL ^Vhon 
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old Dr. married his housemaid, Steme, on 

hearing of it, exclaimed, ^ Ay, I always thought 
him a genius, and now I^m sure of it !^ The 
truth was (and this was what Sterne meant), that 
Dr. ■ saw a thousand virtues in this woman 
which nobody else did, and could give a thou*, 
sand reasons for his choice, that no one about, 
him had the wit to answer : but nature took its 
usual course, and the event turned out as he had 
been forewarned, according to the former expe». 
rience of the world in such matters. His being 
in the wrong did not prove him to be less a ge- 
nius, though it might impeach his judgment or 
prudence. He was, in fact, wiser, and saw more 
of the matter than any one of his neighbours, 
who might advise him to the contrary ; but he 
was not so wise as the collective experience or 
common sense of mankind on the subject, which 
his more cautious firiends merely echoed. It is 
only the man of genius who has any right or 
temptation to make a fool of himself, by setting 
up his own unsupported decision against that of 
the nuyority. He feels himself superior to any 
individual in the crowd, and therefore rashly 
undertakes to act in defiance of the whole mass. 
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of prejudice and opimon opposed to him. It is 
safe and easy to trayel in a stage-coadi from 
Xiondon to Salisbmy : bat it ▼ould leqoiie great 
strength, boldness, and sagad^ to go in a 
straight line across the country.^ 
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CONVERSATION THE THIRD. 



NoRTHcoTE began by saying, " You don't 
much like Sir Joshua, I know ; but I think that 
is one of your prejudices. If I was to compare 
him with Vandyke and Titian, I should say that 
Vandyke's portraits are like pictures (very per* 
feet ones, no doubt). Sir Joshua's like the re- 
flection in a looking-glass, and Titian's like the 
real people. There is an atmosphere of light 
and shade about Sir Joshua's, which neither of 
the others have in the same degree, together with 
a vagueness that gives them a visionary and 
romantic character, and makes them seem like 
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Aneams or xmd recoHcedcBt of ptuoBfl ive lurfe 
Kcn. I never could mialake Vandyke's fior aof 
lUiBg bttl pictuiesy md I go up to tbem to caoi- 
mine dwm at such : wben I see a fine Sir Ja- 
dboa, I can nekhar auppofle it la be • neve 
picture nor a man; tmd I ahnost infolint«ilf 
tam back ta ascertain if it is notsoneofiebeUnd 
me reiieeted in the glass : vhen I see n Tidan, 
I am riTeted to it, and I can no more take my 
eye gS from it,, thasi if it were the very indivi. 
daal in the room. Tha^"" he said, <^ is, I 
dtink, peeuliar to Titian, that yon 6d on yoor 
good behaTiosir in the presoKe of hn keen-kok- 
ing heads, as if you wero before company.** I 
mentioned that I thonght Sir JqAqm more like 
Bonbrandt than Hke either lltian or Vandyke : 
he envdoped olgects hi the same brilliant base 
•f a preriona mental coneqidon. — ^ Yes," he 
said; ^ but though Sor Jodina borrowed a great 
deid, he drew largefy from himself: or rather, it 
waaa strcmg and peenhar feehng of nature woifc- 
ing in him and fbrdng* its way ont in spite of 
all impe£ments, and that made whatever he 
touched his own. In spite of his deficiency in 
Arawing*, and his wutt of academic ndet and a 
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proper education, you see this breaking out like 
s devil in all his works. It is this that has 
stamped him. There is a charm in his portraits, 
a mingled softness and force, a grasping at the 
end vith nothing harsh or unpleasant in the 
means, that you will find jiowhere else. He 
may go out of fashion for a time : but you must 
come back to him again, while a thousand imita- 
tors and academic triflers are forgotten. This 
proves him to have been a real genius. The same 
thing, however, made him a very bad master. 
He knew nothing of rules which are alone to be 
taught ; and he could not communicate his in-* 
stinctive feeling of beauty or character to others* 
I learnt nothing from him while I was with 
him : and none of his scholars (if I may except 
myself) ever made any figure at all. He only 
gave us his pictures to copy. Sir Joshua un- 
doubtedly got his first ideas of the art from 
Gandy, though he lost them under Hudson; 
but he easily recovered them afterwards. That 
is a picture of Gandy'^s there (pointing to a por« 
trait of a little girl). If you look into it, you 
will find the same broken surface and varying 
outline, that was so marked a characteristic of 
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Sir Jodiuju Thete was Bothing lie hated ao 
much as a distmct ondme, as yoaaee it in Mcnga 
and the Fiendi achooL Indeed, he lan into die 
opposite eztieme ; hot it is cne of die great bean- 
ties of art to show it waYing and redriiig, now 
losing and dien reooTering itsdf again, aa it al* 
ways does in nature, widiout any of that stil^ 
edgy appearanoe, which oidy pedants aflSect or 
admire. Gand^was nerer out of Deronduie: 
hot his portraits are common diere. His 6dier 
was patnmiaedhy die Dolce of Qrmond, andooe 
reason why die son nerer came oat of his natrre 
coon^ was, that when die Doke of Qimoiid was 
implicated in die rebdiion to restore die Pre- 
tender in 17159 he aflected to be dioa^t too 
deep in his Graoe^s ^'"■'Mf"^ and a poson of 
too mudi consequence to Tcntme up to London, 
so that he chose to remain in a Tofamtaiy ezile.^ 
I asked Nortfaoote if he remembeied die name of 
Stringer at the Aeademy, when he first eame iqp 
to town. He said he did, and that he drew rety 
well, and once pot the figore tat him in a better 
podtion to catch die fine-diortening. He in- 
quired if I knew any tUng about him, and I 
laid I had once yainly tried to copy a head of a 
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youlk hj Um adnundbly dradm and cokttredl, nd 
m iduch he liad attempted ta gxre tbe effisct of 
double yisioa b; a second oudine acoompoaqnog 
file contoiir of the faee nd featuxeflu Thoiq^ 
llie desqpi might not be m good taste, it was cze- 
CBted m a way that made it next to impossHgle to 
imitate. I calkd on him afterwards at his house 
at Enutsfoxd, where I saw some spirited comie 
shetehes in an unfimshed stote,* and a capital 
fSsmtak figure by CignanL AUhiajskillandlofTe 
of art had, I found, been sacrificed to hk de^ 
light in Cheshire ale and the cempany of eouiii* 
tiy-si^itireff. Tom Kershaw, of Mancheatep, used 
to say, that he would rather have been Hm 
Stringer than Sir Joshua Reynolds ai twenty 
jewts of age. Kershaw, like odiar Nocih-eoimiry 
CRtacs, dioo^ nuMe ef the exeentive power thaft 
of the aMiheiieed faculty ;, fcrgetdag that it si^^ 
infies comparatively IkJde how well you execate a 
Aing, if k ia not worth exeenting. — ^In coiue^ 
ipi^ice €^ something that waa said af the i^godsn 
•f aitiflts, he observed, " lamaometimeithongjht 
cold and cynieal myself; but I hope it is not fisov 

* One of *' the blacksmith swallowing the tailor^s 
oewB^'*' from Shskspeare. 



bet once ^«ag imh Wilkie to AngcxBteiaV ui^ 
becuHc I stood kmking and asid mt^anff he 
Kened^autiafied^ ind said, ' I snppofejooan 
tooniKcL occt^ued witfa admirii^, togire meTOBT 
qniaiao P' Aad I ansvcred hutify, * Ho, iib 
deed t I vas saying to myself, * And ie this all 
^t dusrt cntdoP'^ But this was not, I a» 
Boe, tB e!q»esfflim of triumpb, but of mortifiica> 
tifin 8t the de&cta which I could not bdp oV 
BOrii^ ereiL in the most accMBptished wmk& I 
knew they irere the best, but I could hare 
vififaed then to be a handled tunes better thaa 
fteyTrere." 

^Nonhcate nentuiied & conceited psmter of iitt 
BKne of Edmzdi^ who west with Robui^ to 
Hone ; and when th^ got into the Sisttoe Ch*- 
p^ tnndng round tAhim, saidi ' ''^^ad i Gecaegc^ 
■mCn^lat T — He den spoke ctf his own javdw^ to 
Borneo of the beauty (£ the chnale, of Ae 
■■itofii of the peo^, <£ theki^Meieg t&et of 
dto lUaun Catholic reh^ov of its ftroetaUe- 
BCSB to Ae fine aris, ef the ehnrdiea fidl e£ jic- 
tarea,. tf de manner im which, he paesed I^ tsnt^ 
.itadjing and loe&iBg into aU the toocu in Ae 
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Vadcaii : he had no fault to find with Italy, and 
no wish to leave it. <^ Gracious and sweet was 
all he saw in her r As he talked, he looked as 
if he saw the different objects pass before him, 
and his eye glittered with familiar recollections. 
He said, Raphael did not scorn to look out of 
himself or to be beholden to others. He took 
whole figures from Masaccio to enrich his designs, 
because all he wanted was to advance the art and 
ennoble human nature. After he saw Michael 
Angelo, he improved in freedom and breadth ; 
and if he had lived to see Titian, he would have 
done all he could to avail himself of his colour- 
ing. All his works are an effiisipn of the sweet- 
ness and dignity of his own character. He did 
not know how to make a picture ; but for the 
conduct of the fiible and the development of 
passion and feeling (noble but foil of tenderness) 
there is nobody like him. This is why Hogarth 
can never come into the lists. He does not lift 
us above ourselves : our curiosity may be grati- 
fied by seeing what men are, but our pride must 
be soothed by seeing them made better. Why else 
is Milton preferred to Hudibras, but because the 
one aggrandises our notions of human nature, and 
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the other degrades it ? Who will make any com* 
parison between a Madona of Raphael and a 
drunken prosdtute by Hogarth ? Do we not feel 
more respect for an inspired Apostle than for a 
blackguard in the streets ? Raphael points out 
the highest perfection of which the human form 
and fiiculties are capable, and Hogarth their 
lowest degradation or most wretched perversion. 
Look at his attempts to paint the good or beau- 
tiful, and you see how fiunt the impressions of 
these were in his mind. Yet these are what every 
one must wish to cherish in his own bosom, and 
must feel most thankfiil for to those who lend him 
the powerful assistance of their unrivalled con- 
ceptions of true grandeur and beauty. Sir Jo« 
shua strove to do this in his portraits, and this it 
Was that raised him in public estimation ; for we 
all wish to get rid of defects and peculiarities aa 
much as we can. He then said of Michael An- 
gelo, he did not wonder at the fame he had ac- 
quured. You are to consider the state of the art 
before his time, and that he burst through the 
mean and little manner even of such' men as Leo» 
nardo da Vinci and Pietro Perugino and through 
the trammels that confined them, and gave all at 



ft gigaalic breadth and ezpsnnon tbat bad 
Berer bctai aeen before,, so tbat die world vera 
•Inick wkb it asr vith a ^ptaj <^ almost mxper-* 
Batural power, and bare neves ceased to admiic 
■nace. We are not to eompare it with tbe ex- 
amples of art that have followed since, and that 
would never have coasted but &x him, but with 
those that preceded it^ He found fault with the 
figure of the flying monk in tbe St. Peter Martyr, 
WAflutiermg and theatric^,, but agreed with me 
in admiring this picture and in my foodnesB fiir 
Titian in generaL He mentioned his going with 
Prince Hoare and Day to tale leave of seme fine 
peortr^ts eS Titian^s that hung in a dark eoraer of 
a Gallery at Naples; and as Day looked at thc» 
fi>r the. kfft time with tears in bis eyes, he said 
^ Ah ! he waaa fine oU mousert^ — I said, I 
liad repeated tbia expression (which I bad beard 
bom aOnde to befoie) somewhere in writing, and 
was saiprised tbat people ^ not know what to 
make rf it. Noctbeote said, ^ WI^, that Jt 
exacfiy what i aho«siId have thot^t There is 
iSbt diSssence between writing and speaking* In 
wzitii^, you addma the average quantity of sensi 
at kftrmalion m Ae world; in speaking, jott 
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fkk foas andicsice, or M kast loiov wluit tkqr 
me pcepazed fiv, or dae^previoinly explain vliat 
yoa diink neeessarj. Tm undenUnd the epi- 
lliet because jou hxfe seen a great number of 
Titfaals pictures, and bum that cal-like, wateb* 
M, penetiatBig knk be gires to all bia fice^ 
vbicb nothu^ ehe expresses, periuqps, so wdl as 
die phrase Daj made ine of: hot the world hi 
general know nothing of this ; all thqr know or 
bdieve is, that Titian is a great pamter ly^e 
Baphad or any other ftmons person. Sappoae 
any one was to tell yon, Raphael was a fine old 
asoiiser: would you not lau|^ at tins as absurd? 
And yet the other is eq^ially nonsense or ineonir 
padwnaible to them. No, there ia a Umit, a 
cottTeraatimEial Bccnce which you cannot carry 
into wrHang. ThJa is one diflkulty I have in 
wxitBi^: I do not know the point of fiuniHai% 
m which I am to sU^; and yet I bdtieye I hare 
ideai^ and yoit say I know how to eaqpreas nqr- 
■dfm talking;'' 

I imprired if he remembered much of Johnson, 
Bsdoe, and that set of pecHms ? He said, Ye^ 
n good deal, as be had often seen them. Boko 
came into Sir Joshua's paintmg-^room one day, 
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^hen Northcote, who was then a young man, was 
sitting for one of the children in Count Ugolmo. 
(It is the one in profile with the hand to the 
face.) He was introduced as a pupil of Sir 
Joshua'^s, and, on his looking up, Mr. Burke said, 
<< Then I see that Mr. Northcote is not only an 
aartist, but has a head that would do for Titian 
to paint/^ — Goldsmith and Burke had often vio« 
lent disputes about politics; the one being a 
staunch Tory, and the other at that time a Whig 
and outrageous anti>courtier. One day he came 
into the room, when Goldsmith was there, foil 
of ire and abuse against the late king, and went on 
in such a torrent of the most unqualified inyectire 
that Goldsmith threatened to leave the room. 
Theother, however, persisted; andGoldsmith went 
out, unable to bear it any longer. So much for 
Mr. Burke^s pretended consistency and uniform 
loyalty ! When Northcote first came to Sir 
Joshua, he wished very much to see Goldsmith ; 
and one day Sir Joshua, on introducing him^ 
asked why he had been so anxious to see him ? 
^^ Because,^^ said Northcote, '^ he is a notable* 
man.''^ This expression, notable^ in its ordinary, 

* That is^ a remarkable man. 



C0NYEBSATI0K8. 



41 



senge, was so contrary to Goldsmiths character, 
that they both burst out a-laughing very heartily. 
Goldsmith was two thousand pounds in debt at 
the time of his death, which was hastened by hia 
chagrin and distressed circumstances : and when 
^'She Stoops to Conquer ^^ was performed, he 
was so choked all dinner-time that he could not 
awallow a mouthful. A party went from Sir 
Joshua^s to support it. The present title was 
not fixed upon till that morning. Northcote 
went with Ralph, Sir Joshua^s man, into the 
gallery, to see how it went off; and after the 
second act, there was no doubt of its success. 
Northcote says, people had a great notion of the 
literary parties at Sir Joshua^s. He once asked 
Lord B to dine with Dr. Johnson and the 

rest ; but though a man of rank and also of 
good information, he seemed as much alarmed at 
the idea as if you had tried to force him into one 
of the cages at Exeter-'Change. Northcote re- 
marked that he thought people of talents had 
their full share of admiration. He had S(een 
young ladies of quality. Lady Marys and Lady 
Dorothys, peeping into a room where Mrs. Sid- 
dons was sitting, with all the same timidity and 
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coriMity as £f if were some ptetematural beingf--^ 
he wfts sore mere than if k had been the QaeenL 
He tkn n«de some obeesvsikBB on the respect 
paid to- rani:, amd said, ^ However ridiculoiffi it 
might seem, it was no more thas the natural ex- 
pression of the highest respect in ether eases. 
For instance, as ta that of bowkig out of the 
King'^s presence backwards, wo«iId jou notd&the 
same if yon were istroduced to Dr. Jobnsoa fat 
the first time? Yon would contrive not to torn 
ytmr back npon kin, till you were out of the 
room.^ He said, ** Yon violent politicians make 
more roizt about royalty than it is wocth: it if 
only the h^hest place, ai^ somidlx)dy must fill 
it, no matter who : neither do the persons tkem- 
adves- tlnnk sa much c^it as yoii ima^ne. They 
are glad tc^get mto privacy as mmdi as they caait 
N<»r is it a sinecure. The late 'Kmg (I have 
been told) used often to have to sign his name to 
papers, and do nothing else &r three hours- to* 
ge€her, till his fingers fidxly ached, and then be 
wrndd take a walk m the garden, and come badk 
|j» rqpeat the same drudgery for three hours more; 
S^, when they toM Lonia XV. that if he went 
OAwith^hie extravagance, he would bring aboot a 
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Be^HioAdn and be seat oyer to Engltfid with ft 
penaoii, he merel; aaked, ' Do you xYiiA tke 
pmaion would be ft pretty good ose ? ^ ^^ HeB»- 
ticed tke Meawixs of Cevdiiiftl de Bet% ftad 
praised them fiir thear extieme ^irftcity and great 
taa^t into humaa nature Once whan the mtsk 
had beseiged the palace^ and the Cardinal waa 
obliged to go and appease them, a brick-bat mm 
ftmg at him and knocked him down, and one of 
the aasailants pceaentiBg' a bsyoiKt at Ua throaty 
hesaddei^€atkdoaty**Oh»yoavTetch! if joiv 
&tka conid have aeen you m thk barfaaxooi 
aetiott^ what wmUL he hare laid?^ The man 
inmedifttely wididxew, ihoi^, says the Card£- 
Bal» '*I knew no more of his fiither than the babe 
imbotn^^ Nortfacote then adrerted to Ae talatt' 
of players fi>r drollery and sodden shifts and ex- 
pecEents, and said that by living in an element of 
connc imrention, they imUbed a portion of it. He 
lepeated that jest of F. Reyn<^As, who filled vp 
the blank in a militia paper that was sent him wiA 
the description, <^01d, lame, and a coward;^ 
and anothei^ story told of Matthews, the come- 
dian, who being left ia a room with an old gen- 
tleman and a little child, and the former patting 
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the question to it, '< Well, my dear, whicli do 
you like best, the dog or the cat ?^ by exerdsing 
h&B powers of ventriloquism, made the child seem 
to answer, " I don'^t care a d — ^mn for either,*"— 
to the utter confiision of the old gentleman, who 
immediately took the father to task for bringing 
up his son in such profaneness and total want of 
common humanity. 

He then returned to the question of the incon- 
sistent and unreasonable expectations of mankind 
as to their success in different pursuits, and an- 
swered the common complaint, <^ What a shame 
it was that Milton only got thirteen pounds nine 
ahiUings and sixpence for ^ Paradise Lost."* ^ He 
aaid, <^ Not at all ; he did not write it to get 
money, he had gained what he had.proposed by 
writing it, not thirteen pounds nine shillings and 
sixpence, but an immoirtal reputation. When 
Dr. Johnson was asked why he was not invited 
out to dine as Garrick was, he answered, as if it 
was a triumph to him, ^ Because great lords and 
ladies don't like to have their mouths stopped ! ^ 
But who does like to have their mouths stopped ? 
Did he, more than others ? People like to be 
amused in general ; but they did not give him 
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the less, credit for wisdom and a capacity to in- 
struct them by his writings. ' In like manner, it 
has been said, that the King only sought one 
interview with Dr. Johnson ; whereas, if he had 
been a buffoon or a sycophant, he would have 
asked for more. No, there was nothing to com- 
plain of: it was a compliment paid by rank to 
letters, and once was enough. The King was 
more afraid of this interview than Dr. Johnson 
was ; and went to it as a schoolboy to his task. 
But he did not want to have this trial repeated 
every day, nor was it necessary^. The very jea- 
lousy of his self-love marked his respect : and if 
he had thought less of Dr. Johnson, he would 
have been more willing to risk the encounter. 
They had each their pkce to fill, and would best 
preserve their self-respect, . and perhaps their 
respect for each other, by remaining in their 
proper sphere. So they make an outcry about 
the Prince leaving Sheridan to die in absolute 
want. He had left him long before : was he to 
send every day to know if he was dying ? These 
things cannot be helped, without exacting too 
much of human nature."^ I agreed to this view 
of the subject, and said,— I did not see why li- 
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tecarj peo;^ should repine if diey nel widi their 
deserts in their own wij, widiout expcc^istg to 
get lidi ; but that they often got nothuig ler 
their pains hat imflierited abnse and party 
oMoquy— « Oh, it is not party^le,'' said he, 
i* but the envy of hfunaa nature. Do you thnk 
to distinguish yourself wiA impunity ? Do yoa 
imagine that your superiority will be delightfid 
to others ? Or that they irill not strife all they 
can, and to the last moment, to pull you down ? 
I remember myself onoe saying to Opie, hosr 
hard it was upon the poor author or player to be 
hunted down for not snooeeding in an innocent 
and htudaUe attempt, just as if they had ocmi- 
mitted some heinous crime ! And he ai»wered, 
* They have committed the greatest crkne in the 
eyes of manicind, tl^t of pretending to « sope- 
riority over them ! ^ Do you think that party 
jdiuse, and the nmnin^ down particular audiorB 
is any thing new ? Look at the manner in whidi 
Pope and Dryden were assailed by a set of 
rqptiles. Do you bdieTe the modem periodicala 
had not their prototypes in the party-pob- 
Ucatioos ci that day ? Depend upon it, what 
you take for political edial mod hoiittit^ is {uine 
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fuats in ten) pavale ^ue «biI nalioe oodag 
out dooQ^ tliDse aidiwrifled dunmek.^ 

W<e now got iato a dbpnlie alimt midbuaaes; 
joid H — w^ eomiiig in «Bd sittii^ dewm Jtit a j 
dyboir, my old pHgoaciotis h/h^ «eened to retam 
ppoR »e. Kaithcole conteaded, that Aef kml 
sbrajB aa appropoate meaning : and I said^*-^ 
^^ Their whole ferce consisted in tibeir having 
abflohitdy n<»ie bjot the moat iragae and gene* 
j^-"—^ Why;' said Northcote, ^ did ay fadm 
girc »e the name of ^FaA Jack,' but because I 
was lem?'" He gave an instanoeidiidb I ih^Mf^ 
made agsiasft himself, of a num at Flymoudi, a 
haker hy yawfr whmir, wlmhal^ot the same^f T^trf. 
«^<^^-he conU not teUliow. << Then,'' aaid I, 
>' it was a name widunit any sense or memnag." 
^^ Be that as it may," said Northoote, ''k 
ahnost dro<vie him mad. TJ»e hoys called after 
hiia in. dm street, besieged his :Aop-inindoir« ; 
even the soldiers tao^L it op, and marbhed to 
parade, beating time ivith their £b^ and sepest- 
ing, TUdfAdlf T^ddffdoUi sm they passed by 
his doflor. He flew aut upon tSmm at Ae nomid 
aith inextmguishabie ^ry, and was hnodked 
down and rolled in ibe Iminc^ and got sp in an 
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agony of rage and shame, his white clothes 
covered all over with mud. A gentleman, a 
physidan in the neighbourhood, one day called 
him in and remonstrated with him on the sub- 
ject. He advised him to take no notice of his 
persecutors. * What,^ he said, < does it signify ? 
Suppose they were to call me Ttddyd^ir-^ 
^ There,^ said the man, < you called me so your- 
self ; you only sent for me in to- insult me !^ and, 
after heaping every epithet of abuse upon him, 
flew out of the house in a most ungovernable 
passion.**^ I told Northcote this was just the 
thing I meant. Even if a name had confessedly 
no meaning, by applying it constantly and by 
way of excellence to another, it seemed as if he 
must be an abstraction of insignificance : where- 
as, if it pointed to any positive defect or specific 
chaise, it was at least limited to the one, and 
you stood a chance of repelling the other. The 
virtue of a nickname consisted in its being inde- 
finable and baffling all proof or reply. When 
H — ^me was gone, Northcote extolled his pro* 
fidency in Hebrew, which astonished me not a 
little, as I had never heard of it. I said, he was 
a v^ excellent man, and a good specimen of the 



'CONVERSATIONS*. 40 

character of the old Presby terians, vho had more 
of the idea of an attachment to principle, and 
less of an obedience to fashion or convenience, 
from their education and tenets, than any other 
dass of people. Northcote assented to this 
statement, and concluded by saying, that H — ^me 
was certainly a very good man, and had no fiiult 
but that of not being fat. 



5B uu. KOSTBoonc^s 



CONVERSATION THE FOURTH. 



NoKTHCOTE said, he had been reading Kelly^s 
" Reminiscences.'^ I asked what he thought of 
them ? He said, they were th6 work of a well 
meaning man, who fancied all those about him 
good people, and every thing they uttered clever. 
I said, I recollected his singing formerly with 
Mrs. Crouch, and that he used to give great 
effect to some things of sentiment, such as <'0h! 
had I been by fate decreed,^ &c. in L(yoe in 
a ViUage. Northcote said, he did not much 
like him : there was a jerk, a kind o£ brogue in 
his singing ; though he had, no doubt, consider- 
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Me Bdvsntages ia being broaght up with all the 
great iiBgers and having perfinrmed on all the first 
stages in Italy. I said, there was no edio of all 
that now, *« Ne,"* said Northoote, *^ nor in my 
time, diough I was there jnst after him. He 
asked me once, many years ago, if I had heard 
of him in Italy, and I said no, though I excused 
mys^ by stating that I had only been at Rome, 
where the sti^e was less an object, the Pope 
diere performing the chief part himsd£^ I an- 
Bwered, diat I meiuit there was no echo of the 
fine singing at pesent in Italy, music being there 
d^td as wdl as painting, or reduced to mere 
BCreaming, noise and rant. "It is odd,^ he said, 
**how their gemus seems to have left them. 
Every thing of that sort appears to be at present 
no better than it is with us in a country-town : or 
TBther it wants die simplicity and rustic inno- 
cence, and is more like the draggled-tailed finery 
t)f a lady^'s waiting-maid. They have nothing of 
theb own : all is at second-band. Did you see 
Thorwaldsetf s tlungs while you were there ? A 
young artist brought me all his deigns the other 
day, as miracles that I was to wonder at and be 
deBghted with. But I could find nothing iji 
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them but repetitions of the Antique, over and 
over, till I was surfeited.*" " He would be 
pleased at this.*" ^< Why, no! that is not enough: 
it is easy to imitate the Antique: — if you want 
to last, you must invent something. The other 
is only pouring liquors from one vessel into 
another, that become staler and staler every time. 
We are tired of the Antique ; yet, at any rate, it 
is better than the vapid imitation of it. The 
world wants something new, and will have it. 
No matter whether it is better or worse, if ther^ 
is but an infusion of new life and spirit, it will 
go down to posterity ; otherwise, you are soon 
forgotten. Canova, too, is nothing for the same 
reason— he is only a feeble copy of the Antique; 
or a mixture of two things the most incompatible, 
that and opera-dancing. But there is Bernini ; 
he is fill! of faults ; he has too much *of that 
florid, redundant, fluttering style, that was ob- 
jected to Rubens; but then he has given an 
appearance of flesh that was never given before. 
The Antique always looks like marble, you never 
for a moment can divest yoiurself of the idea ; 
but go up to a statue of Bemini^s, and it seems 
as if it must yield to your touch. This excel- 
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lencG he was the first to ffrre, and therefore it 
must always remain with him. It is true, it is 
also in the El^n marbles; but they were not 
known in his time ; so that he indisputably vm 
a genius. Then there is Michael Angelo ; how 
utterly different from the Antique, and in some 
things how superior ! For instance, there is his 
statue of Cosmo de Medid, leaning on his hand, 
in the -chapel of St. Lorenzo at Florence ; I de- 
dare it has that look of reality in it, that it almost 
terrifies you to be near it. Ithassomethingofthe 
same efiect as the mixture of life and death that 
is percdvable in wax-work ; though that is a bad 
illustration, as this last is disi^eeable and me- 
chanical, and the other is produced by a powerful 
and masterly conception. It was the same with 
Handel too: he made music speak a new lan- 
guage, with a pathos and a power that had never 
been dreamt of till his tune. Is it not the same 
with Titian, Corr^^o, Raphael ? These punt- 
ers did not imitate one another, but were as 
unlike as possible, and yet were all excellent. If 
excellence were' one thing, they must have been 
all wrong. Still, originality is not caprice or 
afiectaticm ; it is an exccll^ce that is always to 
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be found in nature, but has never had a pbce in 
art before. So Romney said of Sir Joshua, thai 
there was that in his pictures which we had not 
been used to see in other painters, but we had 
seen it often enough in nature. Give this in 
jour works, and nothing can ever rob you of the 
credit of it. 

<< I was looking into Mandeville since I saw 
you (I thought I had lost it, but I found it among 
a parcel of old books). You may judge by that of 
the hold that any thing like originality takes of 
the world : for though there is a great deal that 
is questionable and liable to very strong olgec- 
tion, yet they will not give it up, because it is 
the very reverse of common-place; and they 
must go to that source to learn what can be said 
<m that side of the question. Even if you re- 
ceive a shock, you feel your faculties roused by 
it and set on the alert. Mankind do not choose 
to go to sleep."^ — I replied, that I thought this 
was true, yet at the same time the world seemed 
to have a wonderful propensity to admire the 
trite and traditional. I could only account 
for this from a reflection of our self-love. We 
Could few of us inv^, but most o£ us could 
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imitate and repeat by rote ; and ats we iJioaght 
ire could get up and ride in the same jog-trot 
maeliine of learning, we affected to look up to 
this elevation as the post of honour. Nortfacote 
said, ^Yott are to consider that leammg is of 
great use to society ; and though it may not add 
to the stock, is a necessary vdiicle to transmit it 
to others. Learned men are the cisterns of know- 
ledge, not the fountain-heads. They are only 
wrong in often claiming respect on a false ground, 
and mistaking their own province. They are so 
accustomed to ring the changes on words and 
received notions, that they lose their perception 
of things. I remember being struck with this at 
the time of the Ireland controversy : — only to 
think of a man like Dr. Parr going down on his^ 
knees and kissing the pretended Manuscript ! It 
was not that he knew or cared any thing about 
Shakspeare (or he would not have been so im- 
posed upon) ; he merely worshipped a name, as 
a Catholic priest worships the shrine that containsr 
0ome favourite relic.^^ I said, the passages in 
Ireland^s play that were brought forward to prove 
Ae identity, were the very thing that proved the 
contrary ; for they were obvious parodies of cele- 
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Ixrated passages in Sliakspeare, such as that on 
death in Richard IL — ^^ And there the antic sits,^" 
&c. Now, Shakspeare never parodied himself; 
but these learned critics were only struck with 
the verbal coincidence, and never thought of the 
general character or spirit of the writer. <^0r 
without that,^ said Northcote, " who that at- 
tended to the common sense of the question 
would not perceive that Shakspeare was a person 
who would be glad to dispose of his plays as soon 
as he wrote them ? If it had been such a man 
as Sir Philip Sidney, indeed, he might have 
written a play at his leisure, and locked it up in 
some private drawer at Penshurst, where it might 
have been found t«ro hundred years after : but 
Shakspeare had. no opportunity to leave such 
precious hoards behind him, nor place to deposit 
them in. Tresham made me very mad one day 
at Cosway'^s, by saying they had found a lock of 
his hair and a picture ; and Caleb Whitefoord, 
who ought to have known better, asked me if I 
did not think Sheridan a judge, and that he 
believed in the authenticity of the Ireland 
papers ? I said, ' Do you bring him as a 
fair witness ? He wants to fill his theatre, and 
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would write a pla^y himself, and swear it was 
Shakspeare^s. He knows better tluin to cry 
stale fish: ^ 

I observed, this was what made me dislike the 
conversation of learned or literary men. I got 
nothing from them but what I aheady knew, 
and hardly that: they poured the same ideas 
and phrases and cant of knowledge out of books 
into my ears, as apothecaries^ apprentices made 
prescriptions out of the same bottles ; but there 
were no new drugs or simples in their materia 
medica. Go to a Scotch professor, and he bores 
you to death by an eternal rhapsody about rent 
and taxes, gold and paper-currency, population 
and capital, and the Teutonic Races — all which 
you have heard a thousand times before : go to a 
linen-draper in the city, without education but 
with common sense and shrewdness, and you 
pick up something new, because nature is inex- 
haustible, and he sees it from his own point of 
view, when not cramped and hood-winked by 
pedantic prejudices. A person of this character 
said to me the other day, in speaking of the 
morals of foreign nations — " It's all a mistake to 
suppose there can be such a difference, Sir : the 
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SB VM. VO&THCOTB^S 

warid are^ and most be moral ; for wben people 
grow up and get married, they teach thm children 
to be moral. No man wishes to have them tnza 
oat profligate/' I said I had never heard this 
before, and it seemed to me to be putting society 
o;i new rollers. Northcote agreed, it was an ex- 
cellent obserration. I added, this self-taught 
shrewdness had its weak sides toa The same 
person was arguing that mankind remained much 
the same, mid always would do so. Cows and 
horses did not change: and why then should 
men ? He had forgot that cows and horses do 
i^t learn to read and write. — ^^Ay, that was 
very well too,'' said Northcote; "I dcm't know 
but I agree with him rather than with you. I 
was thinking of the same thing the other day in. 
looking oYer an old Magazine, in which there 
was a long debate on an Act of Parliament to 
license gii^hinkkg. The effect was quite drolL 
There was one person who made a most eloquent 
speech to point out all the dreadful consequences 
oi allowing this practice. It would debauch the 
nmrals, ruin die heahh, and dissolve alt the 
bonds of society, and leave a poor, puny, miser- 
aUe, LilKputian race, equally unfit for peace or 
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irar. You MrovJd suppose that the vorld wmb 
goingto be at an end. Why, no! the answer vould 
hare been, the world will go on much the same 
as be&T& You attribute too much power to an 
Act of Parliament. Frovidenoe has not taken 
its measures so ill as to leave it to an Act of 
Parliament to continue or discontinue the spe- 
cies. If it depended on our wisdom and con- 
trivances whether it should last or not, it would 
be at an end before twenty years ! Pec^Ie are 
wrong about this ; some say the world is gettii^ 
better, others complain it is getting worse, when, • 
in fact, it is just the same, and neither better nor 
worse.**— What a lesson, I said to myself, f(»r 
our {Nragmatical legislators and idle projectors ! 

I said,^ I had lately been led to think of the 
little real progress that was made by the human 
mind, and how the same errors and vkes revived 
under a different shape at different periods, from, 
obeerving just the same humonr in our Ultra* 
re&rmers at present, and in their predecessors in 
the time of John Knox. Our modem fciseaereB 
were for banishing all the fine arts and finer 
a£fections, whatever was pleasurable and orna* 
mental, from the Commonwealth, on the score of 
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utOity, exactly as the others did on the score of 
rdigion. The real modve in dther case was 
nothing but a sour, envious, malignant dispo- 
flition, incapable of enjoyment in itself, and 
arerse to every appearance or tendency to it in 
others. Our peccant humours broke out and 
formed into what Milton called ' a crust of for« 
mality^ on the surface; and while we fancied 
we were doing God or man good service, we were 
only indulging our spleen, self-opinion, and self- 
will, according to the fashion of the day. The 
existing race of free-thinkers and sophists would 
be mortified to find themselves the coimterpart 
of the monks and ascetics of old ; but so it was. 
The dislike of the Westminster Reviewers to po- 
lite literature was only the old exploded Puritanic 
objection to human learning. Names and modes 
of opinion changed, but human nature was much 
the same. — ^^ I know nothing of the persons you 
speak of,*" said Northcote ; " but they must be 
feols if they expect to get rid of the showy and 
superficial, and let only the solid and useful re- 
main. The surface is a part of nature, and will 
always continue so. Besides, how many useful 
inventions owe their existence to ornamental 
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ootitifTMiccs ! Ix uie u^juuity md wtaotixj ok 
man were not tadced to piodnce 1"^""*^ we 
dioald soon be withont neceaBsies. We mnat 
go bade to the savage state. I myadf am aa 
little prejudiced in fiiTonr of poetiy as afanost 
xnj one can be ; bot snidy tbcre are ibii^ in 
poetry Aat the wotld cannot aflSvd to do vidioQt. 
What is of absohite necessity is only a part; and 
thenextqpiesdonis, how to occupy the remainder 
of oar time and thou^ts (not so em^oye^ 
agreeably and innocently. Works of fiction and 
poetry are of incalcolaUe use in this reject. If 
people did not read the Scotdi norelsy Aey 
would not read Mr. Bcntliam*s philoso^iy. 
There is nothing to me more disagreeable than 
Ae abstract idea of a Quaker, which fills under 
the same article. They object to cdonrs; and 
why do they object to colours? Do we not see 
that Nature ddights in them ? Do we not see 
the same purpose of prod^;al and ostentstioas 
display run through all bar woiks ? Do we not 
find the most beautiful and dassling colours be* 
stowed on plants and flowers, on the plumage of 
on fishes and shells, even to the very bot* 
Fthesea? All this profusion of ornament. 
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we Biay be suie, is not in yam. To judge other- 
wise 18 to £y in the face of Nature, and substi- 
tnte an exclusiye and intolerant spirit in the place 
of philosophy, which includes the greatest variety ' 
of man'^8 wants and tastes^ and makes all the 
firrourable allowances it can. The Quaker will 
not wear coloured clothes ; though he would not 
hare a coat to his back if n^n had never studied 
any thing but the mortification of their appetites 
and desbes. But he takes care of his personal 
conveaiience by wearing a piece of good broad- 
doth^ and gratifies his vanity, not by finery, but 
by having it of a different cut from every body 
etse, so that he may seem better and wiser than 
they. Yet this humour, too, is not without ita 
advantages: it serves to correct the contrary 
aibsurdity. I look upon the Quaker and the fi>p 
as two sentinels placed by Nature at the two ex- 
tremes of vanity and selfishness, and to guard,, 
as. it were^ all the common-sense and virtue that 
lie between.^^ I observed that these contemptible 
narrow-minded' prejudices made me feel irritable 
and impatient. ^^ You should not su£fer that,^ 
said Northcote ; '* for then you wiU nm into the 
contrary mistidce, and lay yourself open to your 
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antagonist. The monks, for instance, have been 
too hardly dealt with — ^not that I wotdd defend 
many abuses and instances of oppression in them— 
but is it not as well to have bodies of men sliut up 
in cells and monasteries, as to kt them loose to 
make soldiers of them and to cut one another^s 
throats ? And out of that lazy ignorance and 
leisure, what benefits have not sprung ? It is to 
them we owe those beautiful specimens of Gothic 
architecture which can never be surpassed ; many 
of the discoveries in medicine and in mechanics 
are also theirs ; and, I believe, the restoration of 
classical learning is owing to them. Not that I 
would be understood to say that all or a great 
deal of this could not have been done without 
them ; but their leisure, their independence, and 
the want of some employment to exercise their 
minds were the actual cause of many advantages 
we now enjoy ; and what I mean is, that Nature 
is satisfied with imperfect instruments. Instead 
of snarling at every thing that difiers from us 
we had bettcf take Shakspeare^s advice, and tiy 
to find' 

• Tongues in the trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in eye^ thing/ ** 
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It If as at iSm time that Mr. Northcote read to 
me the following letter, addressed by him to a 
▼ery young lady^ who earnestly desired him to 
write a letter to her : — 

" MY DEAE MISS K— — , 

<^ What in the world can make you desire a 
letter from me ? Indeed, if I was a fine Dandy 
of one-and-twenty, with a pair of stays properly 
padded and also an iron busk, and whiskers under 
my nose, with my hair standing upright on my 
head, all in the present fashion, then it might be 
accounted for, as I might write you a fine answer 
in poetry about Cupids and burning hearts, and 
sighs and angels and darts, such a letter as Mr. 
, the poet, might write. But it is long past 
the time for me to sing love-songs under your 
window, with a guitar, and catch my death in 
some cold night, and so die in your service. 

<^ But what has a poor gray-headed old man 
of eighty got to say to a blooming young lady of 
eighteen, but to relate to her his illness and pains, 
and tell her that past life is little better \han a 
dream, and that he finds that all he has been do- 
ing is only vanity. Indeed, I may console my-- 
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s^lf with the pleasure of having gained the flat- 
tering attention of a young lady of such amiable 
qualities as yourself, and have the honour to as- 
sure you, that I am your grateftil fiiend and most 
obliged humble servant, 

" JikMES NottTHCOTE.^ 

'' Argyll Place, 1826." 

I said, the hardest lesson seemed to be to look 
beyond ourselves. " Yes,*" said Northcote, " I 
remember when we were young and were making 
remarks upon the neighbours, an old maiden 
aunt of ours used to say, ^ I wish to God you 
could see yourselves !^ And yet, perhaps, after 
all, this was not very desirable. Many people 
pass their whole lives in a very comfortable 
dream, who, if they could see themselves in the 
glass, would start back witk-affiright. I remem« 
ber once being at the Academy, when Sir Joshtia 
wished to propose a momument to Dr. Johnson in 
St. Paul's, and West got up and said, that the 
'^ing, he knew^ was averse to any thing of the 
kind, &r he had been proposing a similar monu- 
ment in Westminster Abbey for a man of the 
^e^test genius and celebrity — one whose works 
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irere in all Ae cabinets of the curious through- 
out Europe — one whose name they would all hear 
with the greatest refipect — and then it came out, 
after a long preamble, that he meant Woollett, 
who had engraved his Death of Wolfe. I was 
provoked, and I could not help exclaiming-— 
' My God I what do you put him upon a footing 
with such a man as Dr. Johnson — one of the 
greatest philosophers and moralists that ever 
lived ? We have thousands of engravers at any 
time !^ — and there was such a burst of laughter 
at this — Dance, who was a grave ["gentlemanly 
man, laughed till the tears ran down his cheeks ; 
and Farington used afterwards to say to me, 
• Why don't you speak in the Academy, and 
begin with ' My God ! as you do sometimes ?' 
I said, I had seen in a certain painter some- 
thing of this humiiir, who once very goodna- 
turedly showed me a Rubens he had, and ob« 
served with great nonchalance, '^ What a pity 
that this man wanted expresedon P I imagmed 
Rubens to have looked round hisfgallery. *' Yet,'' 
he continued, << it is the consciousness of defect, 
too, that often stimulates the utmost exertions. 
If Pope had been a fine, handsome man, would 
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he have left those masterpieces that be has ? But 
he knew and felt his own deformity, and there- 
fore was determined to leave nothing undone to 
extend that comer of power that he possessed. 
He said to himself. They shall have no fault to 
find there. I have often thought when, very good- 
looking young men have come here intending to 
draw, < What ! are you going to bury yourselves 
in a garret ?^ And it has generally happened that 
they have given up the art before long, and mar- 
ried or otherwise disposed of themselves.^ I had 
heard an anecdote of Nelson, that, when ap- 
pointed post-captain, and on going to take pos- 
session of his ship at Yarmouth, the crowd on the 
quay almostjostled him, and exclaimed — ^ What! 
have they made that little insignificant fellow a 
captain? He will do much, to be sure!^ I 
thought this might have urged him to dare as he 
did, in order to get the better of their prejudices 
and his own sense of mortification. << No doubt,^^ 
said Nor|;hcote, ^^ personal defects or disgrace 
operate in this way. I knew an admiral who had 
got the nickname of ^ Dirty Dick^ among the 
sailors, and, on his being congratulated on ob- 
taining some desperate victory, all he said was. 
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< I hope they*"!! call me Dirty Dick no more !^— 
There was a Sir John Grenville or Greenfield 
formerly, who was appointed to convoy a fleet 
of merchant-ships, and had to defend them 
against a Spanish man-of-war, and did so with 
the utmost bravery and resolution, so that the 
convoy got safe off; but after that,' he would not 
yield till he was struck senseless by a ball, and 
then the crew delivered up the vessel to the 
enemy, who, on coming on board and entering 
the cabin where he lay, were astonished to find a 
mere puny shrivelled spider of a man, instead of 
the Devil they had expected to see. He was 
taken on shore in Spain, and died of his wounds 
there ; and the Spanish women afterwards used 
to frighten their children, by telling them « Don 
John of the Greenfield was coming !^ ^' 



COmrSBSATIOKS. 



69 



CONVERSATION THE FIFTH. 



NoBTHCOTE mentioned the death of poor 
who had been with him a few days before, laughing 
and in great spirits ; and the next thhig he heard 
was that he had put an end to himself. I asked if 
there was any particular reason ? He said << No ; 
that he had left a note upon the table, saying 
that his firiends had forsaken him, that he knew 
no cause, and that he was tired of life. His 

patron, C , of the Admiralty, had, it seems, 

set him to paint a picture of Louis the Eighteenth 
receiving the Order of the Garter. He had pro- 
bably been teased about that. These insipid 
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court-subjects were destined to be fatal to artists. 
Poor Bird had been employed to paint a picture 
of Louis the Eighteenth landing at Calais, and 
had died of chagrin and disappointment at his 
failure. Who could make ^any thing of such a 
figure and such a subject ? There was nothing 
to be done ; and yet if the artist added any thing 
of his own^ he was called to order by his would- 
be patrons, as felsifying what appeared to them 
an important event in history. It was only a 
person like Rubens who could succeed in such 
subjects by taking what licences he thought pro- 
per, and having authority enough to dictate to 
his advisers.*" A gentleman came in, who asked 

if was likely to have succeeded in his art P 

Northcote answered, « There were several things 
against it. He was good-looking, good-natured, 
and a wit. He was accordingly asked out to 
dine, and caressed by those who knew him ; and 
a young man after receiving these flattering marks 
of attention and enjoying the height of luxury 
and splendour, was not inclined to return to his 
painting-room, to brood over a design that would 
cost him infinite trouble, and the success of 
which was at last doubtful. Few young men of 
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agreeaUe peisiHta m coBTenatioa turned out great 
urtiGts. It was easier to look in the glass than 
to make a dull canvas shine like a hicid miiror; 
and, as to talking, Sir Joshua nsed to say, a 
painter ekould sew up his mouth. It was only 
the love (^ distinction that produced eminence { 
and if a man was admired for one thing, that 
was enough. We only woik out our way to ei^ 
cellence by being imprisoned in defects. It re> 
qiures a long apprenUceship, great puns, and 
prodi^ona self-denial, which no man will submit 
to, except from necessity, or as the only chance 
he has of escaping from obscurity. I remember 
when Mr. Lodce (of Norbury-Park) first came 
over &om Italy ; and old Dr. Moore, who had 
a high opinion of him, was crying up his draw- 
ings and asked me, if I did not think he would 
' make a great painter F I sud, ' No, nev^ V — 
' Why not ?' — ' Because he has six thousand a 
year.' No one would throw away all the advanr- 
tages and indulgences this ensured faim, to shut 
bimaelf up in a garret to pore over that which 
after all may ei^ose him to contempt and ridicule. 
ArUsts, to be sure, have gone on painting afier 
they have got rich, sach as Rubens and Titian, 
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and indeed Sir Joshua; but then it had by this time 
become a habit and a source of pleasure instead 
of a toil to them, and the honours and distinc- 
tion they had acquired by it counterbalanced 
every other consideration. Their love of the 
art had become greater tiian their love of riches 
or of idleness : but at first this is not the case, 
and the repugnance to labour is only mastered by 
the absolute necessity for it. People apply to 
study only when they cannot help it. No one 
was ever known to succeed without this stimu- 
lus.*" I ventured to say that, generally speak- 
ing, no one, I believed, ever succeeded in a 
profession without great application; but that 
where there was a strong turn for any thing, a 
man in this sense could not help himself, and the 
application followed of course, and was, in fact, 
comparatively easy. Northcote turned short 
round upon me, and siud, ^^ Then you admit 
original genius ? I cannot agree with you there.''^ 
I said, ^' Waiving that, and not inquiring how 
the inclination comes, but early in life a fond- 
ness, a passion for a certain pursuit is imbibed ; 
the mind is haunted by this object, it cannot rest 
without it (any more than the body without food), 
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it becomes the strongest feeling we have, and then, 
I think, the most intense application follows na- 
turally, just as in the case of a love of money 
or any other passion — the* most unremitting ap- 
plication without this is forced and of no use; 
and where this ori^nal bias exists, no other mo- 
tive is required."'* — " Oh ! but,^ said Northcote, 
" if you had to labour on by yourself without 
competitors or admirers, you would sopn ^lay 
down your pencil or your pen in disgust. It is 
the hope of shining, or the fear of being eclipsed, 
that urges you on. Do you think if nobody took 
any notice of what you did, this would not damp 
your ardour ?*" — " Yes ; after I had done any 
thing that I thought worth notice, it might con- 
siderably : but how many minds (almost all the 
great ones) were formed in secresy and solitude, 
without knowing whether they should ever make 
a figure or not ! All they knew was, that they 
liked what they were about, and gave their whole 
souls to it. There was Hogarth, there was 
Correggio: what enabled these artists to arrive at 
the perfection in their several ways, which after- 
wards gained them the attention of the world P 
Not the premature applause of the by-standers, 

£ 
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Imt die Tivid tangling delight vith wldch the one 

aeised upon a grotesque incident or expresaion — 

^ the wrapt 8oul sitting in the eyes^ of the othetf 

as be drew a saint or angel fir^m the skies. If 

they bad been brought forward very early, before 

they had served this thorough apprenticeship to 

ihdrown minds (the opinion of the world apart), 

It in%ht have damped or made coxcombs of them. 

It was the love and perception of excellence (or 

the favouring smile of the Muse) that in my view 

produced excellence and formed the man of ge- 

t 
nins. Some, like Milton, had gone on with a 

great work all their lives with little encourage^ 

meat but the hope of posthumous fame.'''' — " It 

is not that,''^ said Northcote ; ^^ you cannot see 

80 far. It is not those who have gone beforie 

you or those who are to come after you, but 

those who are by your side, running the same 

Tace, that make you look about you. What 

made Titian jealous of Tintoret ? Because he 

stood immediately in his way, and their works 

were compared together. If there had been 

a hundred Tintorets a thousand miles ofi^ 

he would not have cared ali^t -them. That 

is what takes off the edge and stimuhis of exei- 
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tioQ m old age : tbose who were our compelitorB 

s 

in early Hfe, wliom we Irkhed to excel or whose 
good opmion we were most anxious about, are 
gone, and bave left us in a manner by ourselves, 
in a sort of new worid, where we know and are 
as little known as on entering a strange country. 
Our ambition is cold with the ashes of those 
whom we feared or h>Ted. I remember old Al- 
dezjman 3oydell using an expression which ex-- 
plained this. Once when I was in the coach 
with him, in reply to some eompUment of mine 
on his success in life, he said, ^ Ah ! there 
was one who would have been pleased at it ; but 
Aer*I have lost r The fine coach and all the 
dty-trappings were nothing to him without his 
wife, who remembered what he was and the 
gradations and anxious cares by which he cose 
to his present affluence, and was a kind of moni- 
tor to remind hhn of his former self and of the 
different vicissitudes of his fortune.''^ 

Northcote then spoke of old Alderman Boy- 
dell with great regret, and said, '^ He was a man 
of sense and liberality, aud a true patron of the 
art. Bis nephew, who came after him* had not the 
same capacity, and wanted to dictate to the ar- 

£ 2 
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tiita what they were to do. N. mentioiied some 
Instance of his wanting him to paint a pictinre on 
a subject for which he was totally unfit, and figures 
of a sise which he had never been accustomed to, 
and he told him * he must get somebody else to 
do it.^^^ I saidi << Booksellers and editors had the 
same infirmity, and always wanted you to express 

their ideas, not your own. Sir R. P had 

once gone up to Coleridge, after hearing him 
talk in a large party, and offered him ^nine 
guineas a sheet for his conversation !^ He cal* 
culated that the * nine guineas a sheet^ would be 
at least as strong a stimulus to his imagination 
as the wasting his words in a room full of com- 
pany/^ NottTUcoT£: *'Ay, he came to me once, 
and wished me to do a work which was to contain 
a history of art in all countries and from the 
beginning of the world. I said it would be an 
invaluable work if it could be done ; but that 
there was no one alive who could do it.*" 

Northcote afterwards, by some transition, spoke 
of the characters of women, and asked my opinion. 
I said,^^ All my metaphysics leaned to the vulgar 
aide of these questions ; I thought there was a 
difierence of original genius, a difference in the 
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character of the sexes, &c. Women appeared to 
me to do some things better than men; and 
therefore I conchided they must do other things 
worse.*" Northcote mentioned Annibal Caracci, 
and said, ^< How odd it was, that in looking at 
any work of his, you could swear it was done by a 
man ! Ludovico Caracci had a finer and more 
intellectual expression, but not the same bold and 
workmanlike character. There was Michael 
Angelo again — what woman, would ever have 
thought of painting the figures in the Sistine 
chapel? There was Dry den too, what a thorough 
manly character there was in his style! And 
Pope" — [I interrupted, " seemed to me between 
a man and a woman.*"] — " It was not,*" he con- 
tinued, " that women were not often very clever 
(cleverer than many men), but there was a point 
of excellence which they never reached. Yet 
the greatest pains had been taken with several. 
Angelica EauiFman had been brought up from a 
child to the art, and had been taken by her 
father j(in boy's clothes) to the Academy to learn 
to draw ; but there was an effeminate and feeble 
look in all her works, though not without merit. 
There was not the mane's hand, or what Fuseli 
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used to call a ^ fist'' in them ; that is, something 
coarse and clumsy enough, perhaps, but stiU with 
strength and muscle. Even in common things, 
you would see a carpenter drive a nail in a way 
that a woman never. would; or if you had a suit 
eH clothes made by a woman, they would hang 
quite loose about you and seem ready to &11 off. 
Yet it is extraordinary too, said Northcote, that 
in what has sometimes been thought the peculiar 
province of men, courage and heroism, there 
have been women fully upon a par with any men, 
such as Joan of Arc and many others, who have 
never been surpassed as leaders in battle." I 
observed that of all the women I had ever seen or 
known any thing of, Mrs. Siddons struck me as die 
grandest. He said, — " Oh ! it is her outward 
form, which stamps her so completely for tragedy, 
no less than the mental part. Both she and 
her brother were cut out by Nature for a tragedy- 
king and queen. It is what Mrs. Hannah 
More has said of her, " Her*s is the afflicted! ' '" 
I replied, that she seemed to me equally great in 
anger or in contempt or in any stately part as 
she was in grief, witness her Lady Macbeth. 
" Y esf,"" he said, " that, to be sure, was a master* 
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pieee.'*^ I »sk^ what he thought of Mrs. Inch- 
bald ? He said, " Oh ! very highly : there was 
BO af^tation in her. I once took up her Simple 
Siary (whidh my sister had borrowed from the 
circulating library) and looking into it, I said, 
*My God! what have you got here.?' aad I 
never moved from the chair till I had finished 
it. Her Nature and Art is equally fine — Ae 
very marrow of genius.'" She seems to me, I 
added, like Venus writing books. ^ Yes, women 
kave certainly been successful in wridng noveb ; 
and in plays too. I think Mrs. Centliire^s are 
better than Congreve'^s. Their letters, too, are 
admirable: it is cmly wh«Ei they put on the 
breeches and try to write like men, that they 
become pedantic and tiresome. In giving ad« 
vice, too, I have often found that they excelled ; 
and when I have be^n irritated by any trifling 
circumstance and have laid more stress upon it 
than it was worth, they have seai the thing in s 
right point of view and tamed down my aspe- 
rities.*" On this I remarked, that I thought, in 
general, it might be said that the faculties of 
wcnnen were of a passive character. They judged 
by the simple effect upon their feelings,' widKNit 
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inquiring into causes. Men had to act ; women 
had the coolness and the advantages of by- 
standers, and were neither implicated in the 
theories nor passions of men. While we were 
provmg a thing to be wrong, they would feel it 
to be ridiculous. I said, I thought they had 
more of common sense, though less of acquired 
capacity than men. They were freer from the 
absurdities of creeds and dogmas, from the viru- 
lence of party in religion aqfl politics (by which 
we strove to show our sense and superiority), nor 
were their heads so much filled with the lumber 
of learned folios. I mentioned as an illustration, 
that when old Baxter (the celebrated casuist and 
non-conformist divine) first went to Kiddermin- 
ster to preach, he was almost pelted by the 
women for maintaining from the pulpit the then 
fashionable and orthodox doctrine, that < Hell 
was paved with infants'* skulls.'' The theory, 
which the learned divine had piled up on argu- 
ments and authorities, is now exploded: the 
common-sense feeling on the subject, which the 
'women of that day took up in opposition to it as 
a dictate of humanity, would be now thought the 
philosophical one. " Yes,"" said Northcote, " but 
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this exploded doctrine was knocked down by some 
num, as it had been s^t up by one : the women 
would let things remain as they are, without 
making any progress in error or wisdom. We 
do best together : our strength and our weakness 
mutually correct each other/^ Northcote then 
read me from a manuscript volume lying by him, ft 
character drawn of his deceased wife by a Dis- 
senting Miaister (a Mr. Fox, of Plymouth) which 
is so beautiful that I shall transcribe it here. 

" Written by Mr. John Fox, on the death of 
his wife, who was the daughter of the Rev. Mr. 
Isaac Gelling. 

'^ My dear wife died to my unspeakable grief, 
Dec. 19th, 1762. With the loss of my dear 
companion died all the pleasure of my life ; and 
no wonder : I had Uved with her forty years, in 
which time nothing happened to abate the strict* 
ness of our Friendship, or to create a coolness or 
indifference so common and even unregarded byi 
many in the world. I thank God I enjoyed my 
full liberty, my health, such pleasures and di- 
versions as I liked, perfect peace and competence 
during the time; which were all seasoned and 
heightened every day more or less by constant 

e3 
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rks of fiiendship, most inviolable affection, 93bA 
a most cheerfiil endeavour to make my life agiee- 
able* Nothing disturbed me but her many jod 
eonstant disorders ; under all which I could see 
how her faithful heart was strongly attached to 
me. And who could stand the shock of seeing 
die attacks of Death upon and . then her final 
dissolution? The consequences to me were 
fiUal. Old age rushed upon me like an armed 
man : my appetite &iled, my strength was gone, 
every amusement became flat and dull ; my coun- 
tenance fell, and I hkve nothing to do but to 
drag on a heavy chain for the rest of my life ; 
which I hope a good God will enable me to do 
without murmuring, and in conclusion, to say 
with all my soul— 

Te Dsum Laudamus. 

** This was written on a paper blotted by tears, 
and stuck with wafers into the first page €i£ the 
fiunily Bible. 

<« Mr. John Fox died 22d of October, 1763. 
He was born May 10th, \6&S.^ 
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CONVERSATION THE SIXTH. 



NoBTHCOTE alluded to a printed story of his 

having hung an early picture of H 's out of 

sight, and of Fusdi's obseryingon the occasionr-^ 
'^ By G — d, you are sending him to heaven be- 
fore his time ! ^ He said there was not the least 
fbtmd&tion for this story; nor could there be, 
he not having been hanger that year. He read 
out of the same publication a letter from Biurke 
to a young artist k£ the name of Barrow, full. of 
exjpellent sense, advising him by no meai^s to give 
«p his profession as an engraver tiU he was sure 
be could succeed as a painter, out of idle amfai* 
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tion and an unfounded contempt for the humbler 
and more laborious walks of life. ^^ I could not 
have thought it of him,'' said Northcote ; *' I 
confess he never appeared to me so great a man/' 
I asked what kind of looking man he was? 
Northcote answered, " You have seen the pic- 
ture ? There was something I did not like ; a 
thinness in the features, and an expression of 
hauteuvy though mixed with condescension and 
the manners of a gentleman. I can't help think- 
ing he had a hand in the Discourses ; that he 
gave some of the fine, gracefiil turns ; for Sir 
Joshua paid a greater deference to him than to 
any body else, and put up with freedoms that he 
would only have submitted to from some peculiar 
obligation. Indeed, Miss Reynolds used to com- 
plain that whenever any of Burke's poor Irish 
relations came over, they were all poured in upon 
them to dinner ; but Sir Joshua never took any 
notice, but bore it all with the greatest patience 
and tranquillity. To be sure, there was another 
reason : he expected Burke to write his Life, and 
for this he would have paid almost any price. 
This was what made him submit to the intrusions 
of Boswell, to the insipidity of Malone, and to 
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the magisterial dictation of Burke: he made 
sure that out of these three one would cer* 
tainly write his Life, and ensure him immor^ 
tality that way. He thought no more of the 
person who actually did write it afterwards than 
he would have suspected his dog of writing it. 
Indeed, I wish he could have known; for it 
would have been of some advantage to me, and 
he might have left me something not to dwell 
on his defects; though he was as free from 
them as any man ; but you can make any one 
ridiculous with whom you live on terms of in- 
timacy. 

^' I remember an instance of this that hap- 
pened with respect to old Mr. M whom you 

must have heard me speak of, and who was 
esteemed an idol by Burke, Dr. Johnson, and 
many others. Sir Joshua wanted to reprint 
his Sermons and prefix a Life to them, and 
asked me to get together any particulars I 
could learn of him. So I gave him a manuscript 

account of Mr..M , written by an old school* 

fellow of his (Mr. Fox, a dissenting minister in 
the West of England) ; after which I heard no 
more of the Life. Mr. M— — was in fact a man of 
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airaoiduiary talents and great eloquence; and 
by representing in a manner the High-Chinch 
notions both of Dr. Johnson and Sir Joshua 
(for both were inclined the same way) they 
came to consider him as a sort of miracle of 
Tirtue and wisdom. There was, however, some- 
thing in Mr. Fox'^s phdn account that would 
strike Sir Joshua, for he had an eye for nature ; 
and ]^e would at once perceive it was nearer the 
tnith than Dr. Johnson'^s pompous character of ^ 
him, which was proper only for a tomb-stone — it 
was like one of Etteller''s portraits, — ^it would do for 
any body! That,'"* said Northcote, " is old Mr. 

M ^'s definition of beauty, which Sir Joshua 

has adopted in the Discourses — ^that it is the me- 
iium^fform. For what is a handsome nose ? 
'A long nose is not a handsome nose ; neither is 
a short nose a handsome one : it must then be 
one that is neither long nor short, but in the 
middle between both. Even Burke bowed to his 
authority; imd Sir Joshua thought him the 
wisest man he ever knew. Once when Sir Joshua 
was esqpressinghis impatience of some innovation, 
and I said, ^At that rate, the Christian Reli« 
gion could never have been established:'^ 'Oh!^ 
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he said, ^ Mr. M has answered that ! "^ iriach 

seemed to satisfy liiin.^ 

I made some remark tbat I w<mdered he did 
Bot oome up to London, though the same fedEng 
seemed to bel<nig to other deyer men horn in 
Devonshire (as Gandy) whose ambition was con- 
fined to their native county, so that there must 
be some charm in the place. '^ You are to con- 
siders^ he replied, ** it is almost a peninsula, so 
that there is no thorough-fare, and people are 
therefore more stationary in one spot. It is for 
this reason they necessarily intennarry among 
themselves, and you can trace the genealogies of 
fiunilies for centuries back ; whereas in other 
places, and particularly here in London, wh^e 
every thing of that kind is jumbled together, you 
never know who any man'^s grand-father was. 
There are country-squires and plain gentry down 
in that part of the world, who have occupied the 
same estates long before the Conquest (as the 
Suckbitches in particular, — not a very sounding 
name) and who look down upon the Courtneys 
and others as upstarts. Certainly, Devonshire 
fiir its extent has produced a number of eminent 
men, Sir Joshua, 'the Mudges, Dunning, Gay, 
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* 

Lord Chancellor King, Raleigb, Drake, and Sir 
Richard Granville in Queen Elizabeths time, 
vrho made that gallant defence in an engagement 
with the Spanish fleet, and was the ancestor of 
Pope'^s Lord Lansdowne, ^ What Muse for Gran* 
ville will refuse to sing, &c.'* Foster, the cele* 
brated preacher, was also, I believe, from the 
West of England. He first became popular 
from the Lord Chancellor Hardwicke stopping 
in the porch of his chapel in the Old Jewry, out 
of a shower of rain ; and thinking he might as 
well hear what was going on, he went in, and was 
so well pleased that he sent all the great folks to 
hear him^ and he was ^ run after as much as 
Irving has been in our time. An old fellow- 
student from the country, going to wait on him 
at his house in London, found a Shakspeare on 
the window-seat ; and remarking the circumstance 
with some surprise as out of the usual course of 
clerical studies, the other apologised by saying 
that he wished to know something of the worlds 
that his situation and habits precluded him from 
the common opportunities, and that he found no 
way of supplying the deficiency so agreeable or 
efiectual as looking into a volume of Shakspeare* 
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Pope has immortalbed him in the well-known 

lines : — 

'' Let modest Foster, if he will^ excel 
Ten Metropolitans in preaching well ! " 

Dr. Mudge, the son of Mr. Zachary Mudge, 
who was a physician, was an intimate friend of 
my father^s, and I remember him perfectly well. 
He was one of the most delightful persons I ever 
knew. Every on^ was enchanted with his society. 
It was not wit that he possessed, but such perfect 
cheerfulness and good-humour, that it was like 
health coming into the room. He was a most 
agreeable companion, quite natural and un- 
affected. His reading was the most beautiful 
I have ever heard. I remember his once read- 
ing Moore's fable of the Female Seducers with 
such feeling and sweetness that every one was 
delighted, and Dr. Mudge himself was so much 
affected that he burst into tears .in the middle 
of it. The family are still respectable, but 
derive their chief lustre from the first two 
founders, like clouds that reflect the sun'^s rays, 
after he has sunk below the horizon, but in time 
turn grey and are lost in obscurity !**' 

I asked Northcote if he had ever happened to 
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meet with a letter of Warlitirt<m''8 in answer to 
one of Dr. Doddridge^s, complimenting tfae author 
of the Divine Legation of Moses on the evident 
zeal and earnestness with which he wrote — to 
which the latter candidly replied, that he wrote 
with great haste and unwillingness ; that he never 
sat down to compose till the printer^s boy was 
waiting at the door for the manuscript, and that 
he should never write at all but as a relief to a 
morbid lowness of spirits, and to drive away un* 
easy thoughts that often assailed him.^ ^< That 
indeed,^ obsarved Nortfacote, ** gives a different 
turn to the statement ; I diought at first it was 
only the common coquetry both of authors and 
artists, to be supf>osed to do what excites the ad« 
miration of others with the greatest ease and in- 
difierenoe, and almost without knowing what they 
are about. If what surprises you costs them 
BOthir^, the wonder is so much increased. When 
Michael Angelo proposed to fortify his native 
city, Florence, toad he was desired to keep to his 
painting and sculpture, h6 answered, that those 
were his recreations, but what he really under- 

• This very interesting letter will be found in tbe 
MUgani Epittles, 
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Stood was architecture. That is what Sir Joshua 
considers as the pruse of Rubens, that he seemed to 
make a phy-thmg of the art. In fact, the work is 
never complete unless it has this appearance: and 
therefore Sir Joshua has Uid himself open to 
criticism, in saying that ^ a picture must not only 
be done well, it must seem to have been done 
easily.^ It cannot be said to be done well, unless 
it has this look. That is the fault of those la« 
boured and timid productions of the modem 
French and Italian sdiools ; they are the result 
of such a tedious, petty, mechanical process, that 
it is as difficult for you to admire as it has been 
£br the artist to execute them* Whereas, when a 
work se^ns stamped on the canvas by a blow, 
you are taken by surprise; and your admiration is 
as instantaneous and electrical as the impulse of 
genius which has caused it. I have seen a whole- 
length portrait by Velasquez, that seemed done 
while the colours were yet wet ; every thing was 
touched in, as it were, by a wish ; there was such 
a power that it thrilled through your whole frame, 
and you felt as if you could take up the brush 
and do any thing. It is this sense of power and 
freedom which delights and communicates its 



93 MR. NORTHCOTE^S 

own inspiration, just as the opposite drudgery 
and attention to details is painful and disheart« 
ening. There was a little picture of one of the 
Infants of Spain on horseback^ also by Velasquez, 
which Mr. Agar had,* and with which Gains* 
borough was so transported, that he said in a fit 
of bravado to the servant who showed it, < Tell 
your master I will give him a thousand pounds 
for that picture.^ Mr. Agar began to conidder 
what pictures he could purchase with the money 
if he parted with this, and at last, having made 
up his mind, sent Gainsborough word he might 
have the picture ; who not at all expecting this 
result, was a good deal confused, and declared, 
however he might admire it, he could not afford 
to give so large a sum for it.*" 

• Now at the Dul-wich Gallery. 
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CONVERSATION THE SEVENTH. 



NoETHCOTE complained of being unwell, though 
lie said he could hardly expect it to be otherwise at 
his age. He must think of making up the accounts 
of his life, such as it had been, though he added 
(checking himself) that he ought not to say that, 
for he had had his share of good as well as others. 
He had been reading in Boccaccio, where it was 
frequently observed, that ^^ such a one departed 
this wretched life at such a timef^ — so that in 
Boccacdo^s time they complained of the wretched- 
ness of life as much as we do. He alluded to an 
expression of Coleridge^ which he had seen quoted 
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in a newspaper, and which he thought very fine, 
'^ That an old Gothic cathedral always seemed to 
him like a petrified religion !'*'' Some one asked. 
Why does he not go and turn Black Monk ? Be- 
cause, I said, he never does any thing that he 
should do. " There are some things,**' said N., 
" with respect to which I am in the same state that 
a blind man is as to colours. Homer is one of these. 
I am utterly in the dark about it. I can make 
nothing of his heroes or his Gods. Whether this 
is owing to my not knowing the language or to a 
change of manners, I cannot say.'*'* He was here 
interrupted by the entrance of the beautiful Mrs. 
G ■ ■ j beautiful even in years. She said she 
had brought him a book to look at. She could not 
stop, for she had a lady waiting for her below, but 
she would call in some morning and have a long 
chat. After she was gone, I remarkqii how hand- 
some she still was ; and he said, ^' I don't know why 
she is so kind as to come, except that I am the last 
link in the chain that connects her ^ith ^11 those 
she most esteemed when she was young, John- 
son, Reynolds, Goldsmith — ^and remind her of 
the most delightful pmod of her life.'' I said, 
Not only so, but you remember what she was 
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at twenty ; and you thus bring back to her the 
triumphs c£ h^ youth — ^that pide of beau^ 
which BDUst be the more fondly cherished as it 
has no external vouchers, and lives chiefly in the 
bosom of its once lovely possessor. In her, how- 
ever, the Graces had triumphed over time ; she was 

« 

one of Ninon de TEncW people, of the list of the 
Immortals. I could almost fancy the shade of 
Goldsmith in the room, looking round with com- 
placency. " Yes,^ said Northcote, ** that is what 
Sir Joshua used to mention as the severest test of 
beauty — ^it was. not then akin-deep only. She had 
gone through all the stages, and had lent a grace 
to each. There are beauties that are old in a year. 
Take away the bloom and freshness of youth, and 
ther^ is no trace of what they were. Their beauty 
is hot grounded in first principles. Good temper 
is one of the great preservers of the features.*^ I 
observed, it was the same in the mind as in the 
body. There were persons of premature ability 
who soon ran to seed, and others who made no 
figure till they were advanced in life. I had known 
several who were very clever at .seventeen or 
eighteai, but who had turned out nothing after- 
wards. " That is what my father used to say, that 



V. Jv«« ^^2*)M^v4*'t»fedieefeTesoaiceaiidmtaxicatioii 
v4 \%M^ ^) • gtfi deal, but that we must wait 
yu wV ^tiutMy and dance at the animal spirits had 
w^komA^I to see what people really were. It is 
^VMvWfttUl ^ (said Northcote, reverting to the former 
xMkyh''<^) ^^ ^^^ * charm there is in those early 
aaifiKK'ialions, in whatever recals that first dawn and 
outset of life. Jack-the-GianUKiUer is the first 
hook I ever read> and I cannot describe the plea- 
sure it gives me even now. I cannot look into it 
without /my eyes filling with tears. I do not 
know what it is (whether good or bad), but it is to 
me, from early impressions, the most heroic of per- 
formances. I remember once not having money 
to buy it, and I transcribed it all out with my own 
hand. This is what I was going to say about 
Homer. I cannot help thinking that one cause of 
the high admiration in which it is held is its being 
the first book that is put into the hands of young 
people at school : it is the first spell which opens to 
them the enchantments of the unreal world. Had 
I been bred a scholar, I dare say Homer would 
have been my Jack-the-Giant-Killer !— There is 
an innocence and simplicity in that early age which 
makes every thing relating to it delightfpl. It 
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seems to me that it is the absence of all affectation 
or even of cansciofianesSy that constitutes the per- 
fection of nature or art. That is what makes it 'so 
interesting to see girls and boys dancing at school—^ 
there is such natural guety and freedom, such 
unaffected, unpretending, unknown grace. That 
is the trpe dancing, and not what you see at the 
Opera. And again, in the most ordinary actions of 
children, what an ease, what a playfiilness, what 
flames of beauty do they throw out without being 
in the smallest degree aware of it ! I have some- 
times thought it a pity there should be such a pre- 
cious essence, and that those who possess it should 
be quite ignorant of it : yet if they knew it, that 
alone would kill it ! The whole depends on the 
utter absence of all egotism, of the remotest reflec- 
tion upon self. It is the same in works of art~ 
the simplest are the best That is what makes me 
hate those stuffed characters that are so full of 
themselves that I think they cannot have much 
else in them. A man who admires himself preventv 
me from admiring him, just as by praising himself 
he stops my mouth ; though the vulgar take their 
cue from a man^s opinion of himself, and admire 
none but coxcombs and pedants. This is the 

p 
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best excuse for impudence and qoadcery^ that the 
W4»rld will not be gained without it. The true 
&Touiitea of Nature, however, have their eyes 
turned towards the Goddess, instead of looking at 
diemsdves in the glass* There is no pretence at 
assumptioii about th^n. It seems difficult indeed 
for any (me who is the object of attaiticm to others 
not to be thinking of himself: but the greatest men 
have always been the most free from this bias, the 
weakest have been the socmest puffed up by sel£- 
oonceit. If you had asked C!orr^gio why he 
painted as he did, he would have answered, ^ Be- 
cause he could not help it.'' Look at Dryden'*s 
Terses, which he wrote just like a sdiool-boy who 
brings up Ins task without knowing whether he shall 
be rewarded or flogged for it. Do you suj^kmbc he 
wrote the descripticm of Cymcni for any other reason 
than because he could not help it, or that be had 
any more power to stop himself in his headl(Hig 
career than the mountain-torrent ? Or turn to 
Shakspeare, who evidently does not know the value, 
the dreadful value (as I may say) ijf the expressions 
he uses. G^Eiius gathers up its beauties, like the 
child, without knowing whether they are weeds or 
flowers: those productions that are destined to give 
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fordi an eyerlasdng odour, grow up without Idbour 
or dedgn.^ 

Mr. P ■ came in, and complimenting Ncnrth- 
cote on a large picture he was about, the latter 
said. It was his last great woA : he was getting 
too did for such extaiaye undertakings. Hb firiend 
replied, that Titian went on painting till near a 
hundred. ^ Aye,^^ said Northcote, ^^ but he had the 
Devil to help him, and I have nerer been able 
to r«t2un him in my service. It is a dreadM thing 
to see an immense Uank canvas iqpread out before 
you to commit sins tqion.^ Something was said of 
the Academy, and P made answer, << I know 

your admiration of corporate bodies.^ N. saidt 
'< They were no worse than others ; they all began 
well and ended ilL When the Academy first began, 
one would suppose that the Members were so many 
ai^els sent from heavirai to fill die di£Perent situa* 
tions, and that was Ae reason why it began : now 
the difficulty was to find any body fit for them, 
and the deficiency was supplied by interest, in- 
trigue, and cabal. Not that I object to the indi- 
viduals neither* As Swift said, I like Jack, Tom, 
and Hany very well by themselves ; but all toge- 
ther, they are not to be endured* We see the 
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cJlect of people acting in concert in animals (for 
nun are only « Jn^^^® vicious sort of animals) : a 
ain^dogwiU let you kick and cuff him as you 
please, and will submit to any treatment; but if 
you meet a pack of hounds, they will set upon you 
god- tear you to pieces with the greatest impudence.^ 
p. : <« The same complaint was made of the Academy 
in Bany^s time, which is now thirty or forty years 
ggoJ** Nobthcote: *<0h! yes, they very soon de- 
generated. It is the same in aU human institutions. 
The thing is, there has been no way found yet to 
keep the Devil out It will be a curious thing to see 
whether that experiment of the American Govern- 
ment will last. If it does, it will be the first in« 
ftance of the kind."^ P. : « I should think not. 
There is something very complicated and mys- 
terious in the mode of their Elections, which I am 
given to understand are managed in an under-hand 
manner by the leaders of parties ; and besides, in 
all governments' the great desideratum is to com- 
bine activity with a freedom from selfish passions. 
But it unfortunately happens that. in. human life, 
the selfish passionis are the strongest and most 

* Barry's Letter to the Dilettanti Society^ enumerating 
his grieyances, was published in 1798. 
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actave; and on this rock society seems to split. 
There is a certain period in a man'^s life when he is 
at his best (when he combines the activity of youth 
with the experience of manhood), after which he 
declines ; and perhaps it may be the same with 
states. Things are not best in the beginning or 
at the end, but in the middle, which is but a point."^ 
Northcote: ^^ Nothing stands still; it therefore 
either grows better or worse. When a thing has 
reached its utmost perfection, it then borders on 
excess ; and excess leads to ruin and decay .''^ 

Lord 6. had bought a picture of Northcote'^s ; 
an allusion was made to his enormous and increasing 
wealth. Northcote said he could be little the better 
for it. After a certain point, it became a mere 
nominal distinction. He only thought of that which 
passed through his hands and fell under his imme. 
diate notice. He knew no more of the rest than 
you or I did: he was merely perplexed by it. 
This was what often made persons in his situation 
tenacious of the most trifling sums, for this was the 
only positive or tangible wealth they had: the 
remote contingency was like a thing in the clouds, 
or mountains of silver and gold seen in the distant 
horizon. It was the same with Nollekens : he died 
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worth £200,000: but Uie money he had accumup 

lated at his banker's was out of his reach and con- 

tanplati0n-HW/o/«««,o«< o/mtiid— hewasonly 

muddling about with what he had in his hands, and 

lived like a beggar in actual fear of want. P. said, 

he was an odd little man, but he believed dever 

in his profession. Northcote assented, and observed 

4i he was an instance of what might be done by con. 

centiadng the attention on a smgle object. If you 

collect the rays of the sun in a focus, you could 

set any object on fire. Great talents were often 

dissipated to no purpose: but time and patience 

conquered every thing. Without them, you could 

do nothing. So Giardini, when asked how long it 

fPQuld take to learn to play on the fiddle, answered — 

« Twelve hours a-day for twenty years together.' 

A few great geniuses may trifle with the arts, like 

Rubens ; but in general nothing can be more fieital 

than to suppose oneVself a great genius.'' P. ob- 

gerved, that in common business those who gave 

up their whole time and thoughts to any pursuit 

generally succeeded in it, though far from bright 

men : and we often found those who had acquired 

a name for some one excellence, people of moderate 

capacity in other respects* After Mr. P. was gone^ 
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Nortbcote said he iras one of the persons of the 
soundest judgment he had ever known, and like 
Mr. P. H. the least liable to be imposec} upon by 
appearances. Northcote made the remark that he 
thought it improper in any one to refiise lending a 
favourite picture for public exhibition, as it seemed 
not exclusiyely to belong to one person. .A jewel 
of this value belongs rather to the public than 
to the individual. Consider the multitudes you 
deprive of an advantage they cannot receive again : 
the idle of amusement, the studious of instruction 
and improvement."^ I said, this kind of indiffer- 
ence to the wishes of the public was sending the 
world to Coventry! We then spoke of a cele- 
brated courtier, of whom I said I was willing to 
believe every thing that was amiable, though I had 
some difficulty, while thinking of him, to keep the 
va/^^ out of my head. Northcote: <^He has cer- 
tainly endeavoured to behave well ; but there is no al- 
tering character. I myself might have been a courtier 
if I could have cringed and held my tongue ; but I 
could no more exist in that element than a fish out 
of water. At one time I knew Lord R. and Lord 

H. S 9 who were intimate with the Prince, 

and recommended my pictures to him. Sir Joshua 
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once asked me, ^ What do yoa know of the Prinze 
of ■ , that he so often speaks to me about 

you?^ I remember I made him laugh by my 
answer, for I said, ^ Oh ! he knows nothing of me, 
nor I of him — ^it's only his bragging /'— * Well,' 
said he, ^ that is spoken like a King ! ''^\ • • . It was to- 
day I asked leave to write down one or two of these 
Conversations : he said ^^ I might, if I thought it 
worth while ; but I do assure you that you over- 
rate them. You have not lived enough in society 
to be a judge. What is new to you, you think 
will seem so to others. To be sure, there is one 
thing, I have had the advantage of having lived in 
good society myself. I not only passed a great deal 
of my younger days in the company of Reynolds, 
Johnson, and that circle, but I was brought up 
among the Mudges, of whom Sir Joshua (who was 
certainly used to the most brilliant society of the 
metropolis) thought so highly, that he had them 
at his house for weeks, and even sometimes gave up 
his own bed-room to receive them. Yet they were 
not thought superior to several other persons at 
Plymouth, who were distinguished, some for their 
satirical wit, others for their delightM fancy, others 
for their information or sound sense, and with all of 
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whom my father was familiar when I was a boy. 
Really after what I recollect of these, some of the 
present people appear to me mere wretched pre* 
tenders, muttering out their own emptiness.'*^ I said. 
We had a specimen of Lord Byron's Conversations. 
NoBTHcoTE.— " Yes ; but he was a tyrant, and a 
person of that disposition never learns any thing, be- 
cause he will only associate with inferiors. If, how. 
ever, you think you can make any thing of it and 
can keep clear of personalities, I have no objection 
to your trying ; only I think after the first attempt, 
you wUl give it up as turning out quite differently 
from what you expected." 



r3 
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CONVERSATION THE EIGHTH. 



NoBTHCOTE spoke again of Sir Joshua, and said, 
he was in some degree ignorant of what might be 
called the grammatical part of the art, or scholarship 
of academic skill ; but he made up for it by an 
eye for nature, or rather by a feeling of harmony 
and beauty. Dance (he that was afterwards> Sir 
Nathaniel Holland) drew the figiure well, gave a 
strong likeness and a certain studied air to his por- 
traits ; yet they were so stiff and forced that they 
seemed as if put into a vice. Sir Joshua, with the 
defect of proportionand drawing, threw his figures into 
such natural and graceful attitudes, that they might 
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be taken for the rery people sittii^ or standiDg there. 
An arm might be too long or too short, but from 
the apparent ease of the position he had chosen, it 
looked like a real arm and neither toalong nor too 
short. The mechanical measurements might be 
wrong: the general conception of nature and character 
was light ; and this, which he felt most strongly him* 
sdf, he conveyed in a corresponding degree to the 
spectator. Nature is not one thing, but a variety 
of things^ considered under diifferent points of view ; 
and he who seizes forcibly and happily on any one 
of these, does enough for fame. He will be the 
most popular artbt, who gives that view with which 
the world in general sympathise. A merely pro« 
fessional reputation is not very extensive, nor will 
it last long. W — » who prided himself on his 
drawing, had no idea of any thing but a certain 
rigid outline, never considering the use of the 
limbs in moving, the effects of light (md shade, 
&c. so that his figures, even the best of them» 
look as if cut out of wood. Therefore no one 
now goes to see them : while Sir Joshua^s are as 
much sought after as ever, firom their answering to 
a feeling in the mind, though deficient as literal 
representations of external nature. Speaking of 
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artists vho were said, in the cant of connoisseur^ 
ship, to be jealous of their outline, he said, <' Rem- 
brandt was not one of these. He took good care to 
lose it as fast as he could.'*^ Northcote then spoke 
of the breadth of Titian, and observed, that though 
particularly in bis early pictures, he had finished 
highly and copied every thing from nature, this 
never interfered with the general effect, there was 
no confiision or littleness : he threw such a broad 
light on the objects, that every thing was seen in 
connection with the masses and in its place. He 
then mentioned some pictures of his own, some of 
them painted forty years ago, that had lately sold 
very well at a sale at Plymouth: he was much 
gratified at this, and said it was almost like look* 
ing out of the grave to see how one'^s reputation 
got on. 

Northcote told an anecdote of Sir George B , 

to show the crediility of mankind. When a yoimg 
man, he put an advertisement in the papers to say 
that a Mynheer - — , just come over from Ger* 
many, had found out a method of taking a likeness 
much superior to any other by the person^s looking 
into a mirror and having the glass heated so as to bake 
the iinpression He stated this wonderfrd artist to 
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liye at a perfiiiner^s shop in Bond-street, opposite 
to an hotel where he lodged, and amused himself 
the next day to see the numbers of people who 
flocked to have their likenesses taken in this sur« 
prising manner. At last, he went over himself to 
ask for Monsieur ■, and was driven out of the 
shop by the perfumer in a rage, • who said there was 
no Monsieur — — nor Monsieur Devil lived there. 
At another time Sir G. was going in a coach to a 
tavern with a party of gay young men. The waiter 
came to the coach-door with a light, and as he was 
holding this up to the others, those who had already 
got out went round, and getting in at the opposite 
coach-door came out again, so that there seemed to 
be no end of the procession, and the waiter ran into 
the house, frightened out of his wits. The same 
iBitory is told of Swift and four clergymen dressed in 
canonicals. 

Speaking of titles, Northcote said, << 1 1 was strange 
what blunders were often made in this way. R i » 
(the engraver) had stuck Lord John Boringdon 
under his print after Sir Joshua— it should be John 
Lord Boringdon— 4ind he calls the Earl of Carlisle 
Lord Carlisle — ^Lord Carlisle denotes only a Baron. 
I was once dining at Sir John Leicester's, and a 
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gendemaii who was there was expresdng his wonder 
what oonnectioii a Prince of Denmark and a Duke 
of Gloucester could have with Queen Anne» that 
prints of them should be inserted in a history that 
he had just purchased of her reign. No other, I 
said, than that one of them was her son, and the 
other her husband. The boy died when he was 
jdeven years old of a fever caught at a ball dancing, 
or he would have succeeded to the throne* He was 
fL very promising youth, though that indeed is what 
is said of all princes. Queen Anne took his death 
gready to heart, and that was the reason why she 
never would appoint a successor. She wished 
her brother to come i^ rather than the present 
fiunily. That makes me wonder, after thrones 
have been overturned and kingdoms torn asunder 
to keep the Catholics out, to see the pains that are 
now taken to bring them in. It was this that made 
the late King say it was inconsistent with his Coro- 
nation-oath. Not that I object to tolerate any re- 
ligion (even the Jewish), but they are the only one 
that will not tolerate any other. They are sudhi 
devils (what with their cunning, their numbers, 
and their seal), that if they once get a footing, 
th^ will never rest till they get the whole power 
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into their hands. It was but the other day that 
the Jesuits nearly overturned the empire of China ; 
and if they were obliged to make laws and take the 
utmost precautions against their crafty encroach- 
ments, shall we open a door to them, who have 
only just escaped out of their hands ?^ I said, I 
had thrown a radical reformer into a violent pas- 
rion lately by maintaining that the Pope and Car- 
dinals of Rome were a set of as good-looking 
men as so many Protestant Bishops or Me- 
thodist parsons, and that the Italians were the 
only people who seemed to me to have any faith in 
their religion as an object of imagination or feeling. 
My opponent grew almost black in the face, while 
inveighing against the enormous absurdity of tran- 
substantiation ; it was in vain I pleaded the beauty, 
innocence, and cheerfulness of the peasant-girls 
near Rome, who believed in this dreadful supersti- 
tion, and who thought me damned and would 
probably have been glad to see me burnt. at a stake 
as a heretic. At length I said, that I thought 
reason and truth very excellent things in them- 
selves ; and that when I saw the rest of the world 
grow as fond of them as they were of absmrdity and 
auperstition^ I should be entirely of his way of 
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thinking ; but I liked an interest in something (a 
wafer or a crucifix) better «than an interest in 
nothing. What have philosophers gained by un- 
loosing their hold of the ideal world, but to be 
hooted at and pelted by the rabble, and envied and 
vilified by one Another for want of a common bond 
of union and interest between them? I just now 
met the sou of an old literary friend in the street, 
who seemed disposed to cut me for some hereditary 
pique, jealousy, or mistrust Suppose his father 
and I had been Catholic priests (saving the &ar- 
8ini8ter)liow different would have been my reception ! 
He is short-sighted indeed; but had I been a 
Cardinal, he would have seen me fast enough : the 
costume alone would have assisted him. Where 
there is no frame-work of respectability founded on 
the esprit de corps and on public opinion cemented 
into a prejudice, the jarring pretensions of indivi* 
duals fidl into a chaos of elementary particles, neu- 
tralising each other by mutual antipathy, and soon 
become the sport and laughter of the multitude. 
Where the whole is referred to intrinsic, real 
merit, this creates a standard of conceit, egodsm, 
and envy in every oner's own mind, lowering the 
class, not raising the individual. A Catholic 
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priest walking along the street is looked up to as 
a link in the chain let down from heaven : a poet 
or philosopher is looked down upon as a poor 
creature, deprived of certain advantages, and with 
very questionable pretensions in other respects. 
Abstract intellect requires the weight of the other 
world to be thrown into the scale, to make it a 
match for the prejudices, vulgarity, ignorance, and 
selfishness of this ! << You are right,*" said North- 
cote. ^^ It was Archimedes who said he could move 
the earth if he had a place to fix his levers on : 
the priests have always found this purchctse in the 
skies. After all, we have not much reason to 
complain, if they give us so splendid a reversion 
to look forward to. That is what I said to G 
when he had been trying to unsettle the opinions 
of a young artist whom I knew. Why should 
you wish to turn him out of one house, till you 
have provided another for him ? Besides, what 
do you know of the matter more than he does ? 
His nonsense is as good as your aionsense, when 
both are equally in the dark. As to^what your 
friend said of the follies of the Catholics, I do not 
think that the Protestants can pretend to be quite 
free from them. . So when a chaplain of Lord 
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Bathe's was teaang aPopbh deigyman to know Iiow 
he could make up hia mind to admit that absurdity 
of Transubstanlaalion, the other made answer, 
* Why, I**!! tell you : when I was young, I was 
taught to swallow Adam^s Apple; and since 
that, I have found no difficulty with any thing 
else ! ' We may say what we will of the Catholic 
idigion ; but it is more easy to abuse than to over- 
turn it. I have for myself no objection to it but its 
insatiable ambition, and its being such a dreadM 
aigine of power. It is its very perfection as a sys- 
tem of profound policy and moral influence, that 
renders it so formidable. Indeed, I have been 
sometimes suspected of a leaning to it myself; and 
when Godwin wrote his Life of Chaucer, he was 
«aid to have turned Papist from his making use of 
something I had said to him about confession. I 
donH know but unfiur advantages may be taken of 
it for state-purposes ; but I cannot help thinking it 
is of signal benefit in the regulation of private life. 
If servants have cheated or lied or done any thing 
wrong, they are -obliged to tell it to the priest, which 
makes them bear it in mind, and then a certain pe- 
nance is assigned which they must go through, 
though they do not like it. All this acts as a timely 
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diedc, which is better than letting them go on till 
theb vices get head, and then hanging them ! The 
Great indeed may buy themselves off (as where are 
ihey not privileged?) but this certainly does not apply 
to the community at large. I remember our saying to 
Aat old man (a Dominican friar) whose picture you 
see there, that we wished he could be made a Royal 
Confessor ; to which he replied, that he would not 
for the world be Confessor to a King, because it 
would prevent him from the conscientious discharge 
o£ his duty. In former times, in truth, the traffic 
in indulgences was carried to great lengths ; and 
this it was that broke up the system and gave a 
handle to the Protestants. The excellence of the 
wheme produced the power, and then the power led 
to the abuse of it. Infidel Popes went the farthest 
in extending the privileges of the Church; and 
being held back by no scruples of faith or eon- 
science, nearly ruined it. When some pious eccle- 
siastic was insisting to Leo X. on the necessity of 
reforming certain scandalous abuses, he pointed to 
a crucifix and said, < Behold the fate of a re- 
former ! The system, as it is, is good enough for 
us V They have taken the morality of the Gospel 
and engrafted upon it a system of superstition and 
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priest-craA;; but still perhaps the former prevails 
over the latter. Even that duty of humanity to 
animals is beautifully provided for ; for on St. An- 
tonyms day, the patron of animals, the horses, &e. 
pass under a certain arch, and the priest sprinkles 
the Holy Water over them, so that th^ are vir<- 
tually taken under the protection of the church. 
We think we have a right to treat them any how, 
because ,they have no souls. The Roman Catholic 
is not a barbarous religion ; 'and it is also much 
milder than it was. This is a necessary consequence 
of the state of things. When three Englishmen 
were presented to Benedict XIV. (Lambertini) who 
was a man of wit and letters, he observed to them 
smiling, < I know that you must look uponr our re^ ^ 
ligion as false and spurious, but I suppose you will 

have no objection to receive the blessing of an old 
manl^ When Fuseli and I were there, an En« 

glishman of the name of Brown had taken the pains 

to convert a Roman artist: the Englishman was 

sent firom Rome, and the student was taken to the 

Inquisition, where he was shown the hooks in the 

wall and the instruments of torture used in for* 

mer times, reprimanded, and soon after dismissed.*" 

I asked Northcote whereabouts the Inquisition was? 
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He said, ^^ In a street behind the Vatican.'" ' He 
and Mr. Prince Hoare once took shelter in the por- 
tico out of a violent shower of rain, and considered 
it a great piece of inhumanity to be turned out into 
the street. He then noticed a curious mistake in 
Mrs. RaddiiFe'^s Italian, where some one is brought 
from Naples to the Inquisition, and made to enter 
Iftome through the Porta di Popolo, and then the 
other streets on the English side of Rome are de- 
scribed with great formality, which is as if any one 
was described as coming by the coach from Exeter, 
and after entering at Whitechapel, proceeding 
through Cheapside and the Strand to Charing. 
Cross. Northcote related a story told him by Nol- 
lekens of a singular instance of the effects of pas- 
fflon that he saw in the Trastevere, the oldest and 
most disorderly part of Rome."^ Two women were 
quarrelling, when having used the most opprobrious 
language, one of them drew a knife from her bosom, 
and tried to plunge it into her rival^s breast, but 
missing her blow and the other retiring to a short 
distance and laughing at her, in a fit of impotent 
rage she struck it into her own bosom. Her passion 

* These people are said to be the real descendants of the 
ancient Romans. 
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had been worked up to an nncmitn^able pUdi, and 
bong disappointed of its fiist olgect, must find vent 
somewhere. I remarked it was what we did eveiy 
day of our fives in a less degree, according to the 
vulgar proverb of cutting off onis nose to spite 
one*s face! 

Northcote then returned to the subject of the 
sale of his pictures. He said it was a satisfaction^ 
though a melancholy one, to think that one^s works 
might fetch more after one^s death than during one^s 
life-time. He had once shewn Farington a land- 
scape of Wilson^'s, for which a gentleman had given 
three himdred guineas at the first word ; and Fa< 
rington said he remembered Wilson^s painting it, 
and how defighted he was when he got thirty pounds 
for it. Barrett rode in his coach, while Wilson 
nearly starved and was obliged to borrow ten pounds 
to go and die in Wales : yet he used to say that his 
pictures woidd be admired, when the name of Barrett 
was forgotten. Northcote. said he also thought 
it a great hardship upon authors, that copy-right 
should be restricted to a few years, instead of being 
contmued for the benefit of the fjunily, as in the 
case of Hudibras, Paradise Lost, and other works, 
by which booksellers made fortunes every year. 
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though the descendants of the iauthors were still 
Uving m obscurity and distress. I said that m 
France a successfiil drama brought something to the 
author or his heirs every time it was acted. North- 
cote seemed to approve of this, and remarked that 
he always thought it very hard upon Richardson, 
just at the time he had brought out his Pamda 
or Clarissa, to have it pirated by an Irish bookseller 
through a treacherous servant whom he kept in his 
shop, and thus to lose all the profits of his immortal 
labours. 



120 MB. NOETHCOTS^S 



CONVERSATION THE NINTH. 



NoRTHCOTE remarked to-day that artists were 
more particular than authors as to character — ^the 
latter did not seem to care whom they associated 
with. He, N — , was disposed to attribute this to 
greater refinement of moral perception in his own 
profession. I said I thought it was owing to 
authors being more upon the town than painters, 
who were dependent upon particidar individuals 
and in a manner accountable to them for the per- 
sons they might be seen in company with or might 
occasionally bring into contact with them. For in- 
stance, I said I thought H — was wrong in asking 
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me to his Pnt^afe Day, where I might meet with Lord 
M— , who was so loyal a man that he affected not 

• 

to know that such a person as Admiral Blake had 
ever existed. On the same principle this Noble 
Critic was blind to the merit of Milton, in whom 
he coidd see nothing, though Mr. Pitt had been 
at the pains to repeat several fine passages to him. 
N — said, << If s extraordinary how particular the 
world sometimes are, and what prejudices they take 
up against people, even where there is no objection 
to character, merely on the score of opinion. There 
is 6 — , who is a very good man; yet when 
Mr. H-— and myself wished to introduce him at 
the house of a lady who lives in a round of society, 
and has a strong tinge of the blue-stockingy she 
would not hear of it. The sound of the name 
seemed to terrify her. It was his writings she was 
afraid of Even Cosway made a difBcidty too.*" 

I replied— <^< I should not have expected this of 
him, who was as great a visionary and as violent a 
politician as any body could be."*^ 

NoBTHCOTE — ^^It passed off in Cosway as whim. 
He was one of those butterfly characters that nobody 
minded : so that his opinion went for nothing : but 
it would not do to bring any one else there, whose 

G 
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i^imon might be more legarded and equally un« 
palatable. G*-'*8 case is particularly hard in this 
reqpect : he is a profligate in theory, and a bigot in 
conduct. He does not seem at all to practise what 
he preaches, though this does not appear to arail 
him any thing,**^— ** Yes,^ I said, " he writes, 
against himself. He has written against matii* 
mony, and has been twice married. He has scouted 
all the common-place duties, and yet is a good 
husband and a kind father. He is a strange com* 
position of contrary quaUties. He is a cold for. 
maHst, and full of ardour and enthusiasm of mind ; 
dealing in magnificent projects and petty cavils; 
naturally dull, and brilliant by dint of study; 
pedantic and playful ; a dry logician and a writer 
of romances.^ 

^^ You describe him,^^ said N-«-, <^ as I remem- 
ber Baretti once did Sir Joshua Reynolds at his 
own table, saying to him, < You are extravagant 
and mean, generous and selfish, envious and candid, 
proud and humble, a genius and a mere ordinary 
mortal at the sametime.^ I may not remember his 
exact words, but that was thdr effect. The fact was. 
Sir Joshua was a mixed character, like the rest of 
mankind in thafc respect; but knew his own &il- 
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ings, and was' on his guard to keep them bade as 
much as possible, though the defects would bredc 
out sometimes.'" ^^G — , on the contrary,^ I 8«d, <<is 
aiming to let his out and to magnify than into viri 
toes in a kind of hot-bed of speculation. He is 
shocking on paper and tame in reaUty.*" 

<< How is that ?"" said Northoote. 

<< Why, I think it is easy enough to be accounted 
for; he is naturally a cold speculative character, 
and indulges in certain metaphysical extravagances 
as an agreeable exercise for the imagination, which 
alarm persons of a grosser temperament, but to which 
he attaches no practical consequences whatever. 
So it has been asked how some very immoral or 
irreligious writers, such as Helveticus and others^, 
have been remarked to be men of good moral cha« 
racter ? and I think the answer is the same. Per-> 
sons of a studious, ^egmatic dispoatiim can with 
impunity give a license to their thoughts, which 
they are under no temptation to reduce into prac« 
tice. The sting is taken out of evU by their con* 
stitutional indifferoioe, and they look on virtue and 
vice as little more than words without meaning or 
the black and white peces of the chess-board, in 
combining whidi the same skill and mgenuity may 

a 2 
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- be shewn. More depraved and combustible tem- 
peraments are warned of the danger of any lati- 
tude of opinion by their very proneness to mischief^ 
and are forced by a secret consciousness to impose 
the utmost ^restraint b6th upon themselves andothers. 
The greatest prudes are not always supposed to 
be the greatest enemies to pleasure^ Besides, au- 
thors are very much confined by habit to a life of 
study and speculation, sow their wild oats in their 
books, and unless where their passions are very 
strong indeed, take their swing in theory and con- 
form in practice to the ordinary rules and examples 
of the world."^ 

Northcote said, ^^ Certainly people«are tenacious of 
appearances in proportion to the depravity of man- 
ners, as we may see in the simplicity of country- 
places. To be sure, a rake like Hodge in Love in 
a Village gets amongst them now and then ; but in 
general they do many gross things without the least 
notion of impropriety, as ]f vice were a thii^ they 
bad no more to do with than children.'*^ He then 
mentioned an instance of some young country- 
people who had to sleep on the floor in the same 
jX)om and they parted the men from the women by 
some sacks of com^ which served for a line of 
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demarcatioii and an inviolable partition between 
tliem* I told N— - a story of a countrywoman who 
coming to an inn in the West of England wanted 
a bed ; and being told they had none to spare, still 
persisted till the landlady said in a joke, <' I tell 
you, good woman, I have none, unless you can 
prevail with the ostler to give you half of his/^— «^ 
<( Well,*" said she, <^ if he is a sober, prudent man, 
I should not mind !^ 

Something was then said of the manners of people 
abroad, who sometimes managed to unite an absence 
of maueaise honte with what could hardly be con^^ 
strued into an ignorance of vice. The Princess 
Borghese (Buonaparte'^s sister) who was no saint,, 
sat to Canova for a model, and being asked, ^' If 
she did not feel a little uncomfortable,^ answered^ 
^^ No, there was a fire in the room.**^ 

<< Custom,^ said N — , " makes a wonderful 
difference in taking off the sharpness of the first 
inflammable impression. People for instance were 
mightily shocked when they first heard that the boys 
at the Academy drew from a living model. But the 
effect almost immediately wears off with them. It ia 
exactly like copying from a statue. The stillness,^ 
the artificial light, the attention to what they are 
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aboQt, the publicity eyen,draws off any idle thoughts, 
md they regard the figure and point out its defects 
or beauties, precisely as if it were of day or mar- 
Ue.^ I said I had perceived this eflect myself, that 
die anxiety to copy the object before one deadened 
every other feeling; but as this drew to a close, the 
%ure seemed almost like something -coming to h£e 
again, and that this was a very critical minute. 
He said, he found the students sometimes watched 
the women out, though they were not of a very 
attractive appearance, as none but those who were 
past their prime would sit in this way : they looked 
upon it as an additional disgrace to what their pro* 
fession imposed upon them, and as something unna* 
turaL One in particular (he remembered) alwaysf 
camemamask. Several of the young men in hisi 
time had however been lured into a course of dissi- 
pation and ruined by such connexions ; one in parti- 
cular, a young fellow of great promise but affected, 
ttMl who thought that profligacy was a part of 
genius. I said. It was the easiest part. This was 
«n advantage foreign art had over ours. A battered 
courtesan sat for Sir Joshua^s Iphigene ; innocent 
ipsls sat for Canova^s Graces, as I had been in« 
Jbimed. 
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NoTthcote asked, if I had sent my son to school ? 
I said, I thought of the Charter-Hoiise, if I ooald 
compass it. I liked those old established places 
where leaming grew for hundreds of years, better 
than any new-fangled experiments or modem semi'- 
naries. He inquired if I had ever thought of putting 
him to school on the Continent; to which I an- 
awered. No, for I wished him to have an idea of 
home, before I took him abroad ; by beginning in 
the contrary method, I thought I deprived him 
both of the habitual attachment to the one and of 
the romantic pleasure in the other. N*— observed 
there were very fine schools at Rome in his time» 
one was an Italian, and another a Spanish College, 
at the last of which they acted plays of Voltaire^ 
such as Zara, Mahomet, &c. at some of which he 
had been present. The hall that served for the 
Aeatre was beautifully decorated ; and just as the 
curtain was about to draw up, a hatch-way was 
cqpened and showered down play-bills on their heads 
with the names of the actors ; such a part being by 
a Spanish Grandee of the first class, another by a 
Spanish Grandee of the second dass, and they were 
covered with jewels of the highest value. Several 
Cardinals were also present (who did not attend the 
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public theatres) and it was easy to gain admittance 
from the attention always shewn to strangers. N--^ 
then spoke of the courtesy and decorum of the 
Boman clergy in terms of warm praise^ and said he 
thought it in a great measure owing to the condave 
being composed of dignitaries of all nations, Spa- 
nish, German, 'Italian, which merged individual 
asperities and national prejudices in a spirit of 
general philanthropy and mutual forbearance. I 
said I had never met with a look from a Catholic 
priest (from the highest to the lowest) that seemed 
to reproach me with being a tramontane. Thi^ 
absence of all impertinence was to me the first of 
virtues. He repeated, I have no fault to find with 
Italy. There may be vice in Rome, as in all great 
capitals (though I did not see it) — ^biit in Parma and 
the remoter towns, they seem all like one great and 
exemplary family. Their kindness to strangers was 
remarkable. He said he had himself travelled all 
the way from Lyons to Genoa, and from Genoa to 
Borne without i^peaking a word of the language and 
in the power of a single person without meeting 
with the smallest indignity ; and everywhere, both at 
the inns and on the road, every attention was paid 
to his feelings and pains taken to alleviate the un<- 
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comfortableness of his situation. Set a Frenchman 
down in England to go from London to York in. 
the same circumstances, and see what treatment he 
will be exposed to. He recollected a person of 
the name of Gogain who had been educated in. 
France and could not speak English— on landings 
he held out half-a-guinea to pay the boatman who 
had rowed him only about twenty yards from the 
vessel, which the fellow put in his pocket and left 
him without a single farthing. Abroad, he would 
have been had before the ma^strate for such a 
thing, and probably sent to the galleys. There is 
a qualifying property in nature that makes most 
things equal. In England they cannot drag you 
cmt of your bed to a scaffold, or take an estate from 
you without some reason assigned : but as the law 
prevents any flagrant acts of injui^tice, so it makes it 
more difficult to obtain redress. '^ We pay '^ con« 
tinned Northcote ^^for every advantage we pos- 
sess by the loss of some other. Poor Goblet, the 
other day, afler making himself a drudge to Nolle* 
kens all his life, with difficulty recovered eight hun«- 
dred pounds compensation ; and though he was 
clearly entitled, by the will, to the models which 
the sculptor left behind him, he. was afraid to risk- 

OS 



the law ejqpenses, and g»ve it up.^ Some penoft 
had been remarking, that eveiy one had a light 
to leave his properly to whom he pleased. <' Not,^ 
and N — ^ '^ when he has promised it to another.^ 
I asked if Mr. ■ was not the same perscm I had 
once seen come into his painting-room, in a rusty 
Uack coat and brown worsted stockings, yery mndi 
with the ail of a man who caniea a pistol in an in<« 
side pocket ? He said, ^< It mi^t be : he was a 
dull man, but a great scholar — one of those de* 
scribed in the qiigram :— • 

Oh ! ho^ quoth Time to Thomas Heamej 
"Whatever 1 forget^ you leam." 

We then alluded to an attack of Cobbetf s on 
some spruce Iq^cy-hunter, quoted in the last Smw 
day^s Examiner ; and N — ^ spoke in raptures of the 
power in Cobbett'^s writings, and asked me if I had 
erer seen him. I said, I had for ashort time ; that 
he called rogue axid. scoundrel at every second word 
in the coolest way imaginable, and went on just 
the same in a room as on paper. 

I returned to what N — lately said oi his travels 
in Italy^ and asked if there were fine Titians at 
Genoa oi Naples. '^ Oh, yea \!" he said, ^^ heaps at 
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the latter place, litian had pamted them &r one 
of the Fcmefle family ; and when the second son 
aucceeded the eldest as Knig of Spain, the yoangest, 
who was Prince of Panna, went to Naples, and took 
them with him. There is that fine one (whidi yoa 
haye heard me speak of) of Panl III. and his two 
natural sons or nephews, as they were called. My 
God ! what a look it has 1 The old man is sitting in 
his chair, and looking up to one of the sons, with his 
hands grasping the arm-chair, and his long spider 
fingers, and seems to say (as plain as words can 
speak), < You wretchl what do you want now .^— « 
while the young fellow is advancing with an humble 
hypocritical air. It is true history, as Fuseli said, 
and indeed it turned out so ; for the son (or nephew) 
was afterwards thrown out of the palace-windows by 
the mob, and torn to pieces by them.^ In speak* 
mg of the different degrees of information abroad, 
he remarked, << One of the persons where I lodged 
at Rome did not even know the fiunily name of 
the reigning Pope, and only spoke of him as die 
Papa ; another perscm, who was also my landla^, 
knew all their history, and could tell me the names 
of the Cardinals firom my describing their coats of 
aonns to her.^ 
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N— rdated an anecdote of Mr. Moore (brother 
of the General), who was on board an English 
frigate in the American war, and coming in si{^t of 
another vessel which did not answer their signals, 
they expected an action, when the Captain caQed 
his men together, and addressed them in the follow- 
ing manner :— -<< You dirty, ill-looking blackguards! 
do you suppose I can agree to deliver up such a set 
of scarecrows as you as prisoners to that smart, frip- 
pery Frenchman ? I canH think of such a thing. 
No ! by 6 — d, you must fight till not a man of you 
is lefl, for I should be ashamed of owning such a 
ragamuffin crew !^ This was received with loud 
shouts and assurances of victory, but the vessel 
turned out to be an English one. 

I asked if he had seen the American novels, in 
one of which (the Pilot) there was an excellent de- 
.cription of an Ameriom privateer expecting the 
approach of an English man-of-war in a thick fog, 
when some one saw what appeared to be a bright 
cloud rising over the fog, but it proved to be the 
topsail of a seventy-four. N — thought this was 
striking, but had not seen the book. ^^ Was it 

one of I ^*s P^ Oh ! no, he is a mere trifler — a 

Jilligree mm — an English litterateur at second^ 
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hand ; but the PUot gave a true and unvamished 
picture of American character and manners. The 
storm, the fight? the whole account of the ship^tf 
crew, and in particular of an old boatswain, were 
done to.the life — every thii^ 

Suffered a sea-change 

Into something new and strange. 

On land he did not do so well. The fault of 
American literature (when not a mere vapid imitation 
of ours) was, that it ran too much into dry, minute, 
literal description ; or if it made an effort to rise 
above this ground of matter-of-fact, it was forced and 
exaggerated, ^^ horrors accumulating on horror^a 
head.**^ They had no natural imagination. This 
was likely to be the case in a new country like 
America, where there were no dim traces of the past 
— ~no venerable monuments— no romantic associa- 
tions ; where all (except the physical) remained to 
be created, and where fiction, if they attempted it, 
would take as preposterous and extravagant a shape 
as their local descriptions were jejune and servile. 
Cooper^s novels and Brown'^s romances (something 
on the model of Godwin's) were the two extremes. 

Some remark was made on the failure of a great 
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bookseller, and on the saj^ocdtion that now weshonlil 
find out the author of the Scotch novels. << Aye,^ said 
N— ,"ire shall find more than one.*^ I isaid, I thought 
not ; to say nothing of the beauties, the pecuUaritiea 
of style and grammar m every page proved them to 
be by the same hand. Nobody else could write so 
well-— or so ill, in point of mere negligence. N — 
said, ^^ It was a pity he should fling away a fortune 
twice. There were some people who could not keep 
money when they had got it. It was a kind of in* 
continence t>f the purse. Zoffani did the same thing. 
He made a fortune in England by his pictures, 
which he soon got rid of, and another in India, 
which went th^ same way," 

We somehow got firom Sir Walter to the Queen'^a 
trial, and the scenes at Brandenburg-House. I 
said they were a strong illustration of that instinct 
of servility — ^that hankering after rank and power, 
which appeared to me to be the base part of human 
nature. Here were all the patriots and Jacobins 
of London and Westminster, who scorned and 
hated the King, going to pay their homage to the 
^ Queen, and ready to woorship the very rags of 
royalty. The wives and daughters of popular caii* 
catuiists and of forgotten demi^ogues were ready to 
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pi^ caps in the piesende-duonber £br preoedenoe^ 
tin they were parted by Mr. Alderman Wood« 
Eyery fool must go to kiss hands ; ^^our maid^a 
auat of Bi e ntfoi d^ must sip loyal^ from the 
Queen'*s hand ! That was die true court to vhich 
they were admitted: the instant there was the 
smallest opening, all must rush in, tag-rag and 
bobtail. AU the fierceness of independence and 
all the bristling prejudices of popular jealousy were 
smoothed down in a moment by the vdvet touch of 
the Queen'^s hand i No matter what else she was 
(whether her cause were right or wrong) — it was 
the mock-equality with sovereign rank, the acting 
in a fiirce of state, that was the secret charm. That 
was what drove them mad. The world must have 
something to admire ; and the more worthless and 
8tiq»id their idol is, the better, provided it is fine : 
f(X it equally flatten their appetite for wonder, and 
hurts their self-love less. This is the reason why 
people formerly were so fond of idols : they fell 
down and worshipped them, and made others do the 
same, for theatrical effect ; while, all the while, they 
knew they were but wood and stcme painted over. 
We in modem times have got from the dead to the 
living idol, and bow to hereditary xmbedlily. The 
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less of genius and virtue, the greater jout 8elf-<x>m« 
placency. We do not care liow high the elevation, 
so that it is wholly imdeserved. True greatness 
excites our envy ; mere rank, our unqualified te^ 
spect. That is the reason of our antipathy to 
new-made dynasties, and of our acquiescence in 
old-established despotism. We think we could sit 
upon a throne, if we had had the good luck to be 
bom to one ; but we feel that we have neither 
talent nor courage to raise ourselves to one. If any 
one' does, he seems to have got the start of us ; and 
we are glad to pull him back again. I remember 
Mr. Rr-> of Liverpool (a very excellent man^ 
and a good patriot,) saying, many years ago, in 
reference to Buonaparte and George III., that 
<^ the superiority of rank was quite enough for him, 
without the intellectual superiority."" That is what 
has made so many renegadoes and fiirious Anti-Buo- 
napartists among our poets and politicians, because 
he got before them in the race of power. N—- " And 
the same thing made you stick to him, because you 
thought he was your fellow ! It is wonderful how 
much of our virtues, as well as of our vices, is refer*, 
able to self. Did you ever readRochefoucault P**"-^ 
Yes. ^VAnd don'*t you think he is right ?^ In a 
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great measure : but I like MandeyiHe better. He 
goes more into his subject. <^ Oh ! he is a deviL 
There is a description of a dergyman^s hand he hav 
given, which I have always had in my eye whenever 
I have had to paint a fine gentleman'^s hand. J 
thought him too metaphysical, but it is long since 
I read him. His book was burnt by the common 
hangman ; was it not ? "^ Yes ; but he did not at 
all like this circumstance, and is always recurring 
to it.— ^^ No one can like this kind of condemna* 
tion, because every sensible man knows he is not a 
judge in his own cause ; and besides, is conscious, 
if the verdict were on the other side, how ready he 
would be to catch at it as dedudve in his favour.^ 
I said, it was amusing to see the way in which he 
fell upon Steele, Shaftesbury, and other amiable 
writers, and the terror you were in for your favour-f 
ites, just as when a hawk is hovering over and 
going to pounce upon some of the more harmless 
feathered tribe. He added, ^^ It was surprising 
how Swi;ft had escaped with so little censure ; but 
the Gulliver'a Travels passed off as a storyJ)ook, 
and you might say in verse what you would be 
pelted for in plain prose. — The same thing you 
have observed in politics may be observed in 
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leligion too. You see the anxiety to diTide and 
bring nearer to our own leveL The Creator of the 
univerBe is too high an object for us to approach ; 
the Catholics therefore haye introduced the Virgin 
Mary and a host of saints, with whom their vota- 
ries feel more at their ease and on a par. The 
real object of worship is kept almost out of sight. 
Dignum the sing^ (who is a Catholic) was arguing 
on this subject with some one, who wanted to con- 
vert him, and he replied in his own defence — ^ If 
you had a favour to ask of some great person, would 
you not first apply to a common friend to intercede 
for you ? ^ ^ In some part of the foregoing conversa* 
tion, N — remarked that << West used to say, you 
could always tell the highest nobility at court, from 
their profounid humility to the King : the others 
kept at a distance, and did not seem to care about it. 
The more the former raised the highest parson, the 
more they raised themselves who were next in point 
of rank. They had a greater interest in the ques* 
tion ; and the King would have a greater jealousy 
of them than of others. When B — was painting 
the Queen, with whom he used to be quite familiar, 
he was one day surprised, when the Prince-Regent 
came into the room, to see the profound homage 
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and dignified respect with which he approached her. 
^ Good God ! '* said he to himself, ^ here is the 
second person in the kingdom comes into the room 
in this manner, while I have been using the great- 
est freedoms ! ^ To be sure I that was the very 
reason : the second person in the kingdom wished 
to invest the first with all possible respect, so much 
of which was naturally reflected back upon himself. 
B — had nothing to lose or gain in this game of 
royal ceremony, and was accordingly treated as a 
cypher,'^ 
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CONVERSATION THE TENTH. 



NoBTHCOTE shewed me a printed drcular from 
the Academy, with blanks to be filled up by Aca- 
demicians, recommending young students to draw. 
One of these related to an assurance as to the moral 
character of the candidate ; Northcote said, ^^ What 
can I know about that? This zeal for morality 
be^s with inviting me to tell a lie. I know 
whether he can draw or npt, because he brings me 
specimens of his drawings ; but what am I to know 
of the moral character of a person I have never seen 
before ? Or what business have the Academy to in« 
quire into it ? I suppose they are not afraid he will 
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Steal tlie Famese Hercules ; and as to idleness and 
debauchery, he will not be cured of these by cutting 
Hm off from the pursuit of a study on which he has 
set his mind, and in which he has a fair chance to 
succeed. I told one of them, with as grave a hce 
as I could, that, as to his m'bnd character, he must 
go to his god-fathers and god-mothers for that. He 
answered very simply, that they were a^ great way 
off^ and that he had nobody to appeal to but his 
apothecary ! The Academy is not an institution 
for the suppression of vice, but for the encourage- 
ment of the Fine Arts. Why then go out of their 
way to meddle with what was proidded for by other 
means — ^the law and the pulpit ? It would not have 
happened in Sir Joshua^s time,^ continued North- 
cote, '^nor even in Fuseli'^s : but the present men 
are < dressed in a little brief authority,^ and they 
wish to mak^ the most of it, without perceiving the 
limits* No good can possiUy come of this buey^ 
body spirit. The drawing morality ipto every 
thing, in season and out of season, is only giving a 
handle to hypocrisy, and turning virtue into a bye- 
Word for impertinence !^ 

Here Northcote stopped suddenly, to ask if there 
"was not such a word as rivuki in the language ? I 
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Mod it was as much a w<ird in the language as ii 
was a thing in itself. He replied, it was not to be 
fonnd in Johnson ; the word was riaerei there. I 
thought this must be in sMne of the new editions ; 
Dr. Johnson would have knocked any body down* 
who had used the word riveret It put me in 
mind of a story of Y-— — the actor, who being 
asked how he was, made answer that he had been 
indisposed for some days with Efeveret The same 
person, speaking of the impossihility of escaping from 
too great publicity, reUted an anecdote of his being 
once in a remote part of the Highlands, and seeing 
an old gentleman fishing, he went up to inquire 
some particulars as to the mode of catching the 
salmon at what are called ^< salmon-leaps.'*^— The 
old gentleman began his reply-*-^^ Why, Mr. 

Y ,^ at which the actor started back in great 

surprise. << Good God ! '" said Northcote, << did he 
consider this as a matter of wonder, that, after 
shewing himself on a stage for a nimiber of years, 
people should know his face ? If an artist or an 
author were jrecognised in that manner, it might be 
a proof of celebrity, because it woidd shew that they 
had been, sought for; but an actor is so much 
seen in public,, that it is no wonder he is known 
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by all the world. I once vent with Opie in the 
stage-coach to Exeter; and when we parted; he to 
go on to Cornwall and I to Plymouth, there was s 
yonng gendeman in the coach who asked me, < Who 
it was that I had been conversing with?^ I said 
it was Mr. Opie, the painter ; at which he expressed 
the greatest surprise, and was exceedingly con* 
cemed to think he had not known it before. I did 
not teU him who I was, to see if my name would 
electrify him in the same manner. That brings to 
my mind the story I perhaps may have told you 
before, of a Mr. A and Dr. F^mick of ike 

Museum. They got into some quarrel at the 
theatre; and the former presenting his card, said 
with great pomposity, < My name is A ■ , Sir;* 
to which the other answered, ^ I hear it. Sir, and 

am not terrified! ^^^ I asked if this was the A who 

fought the duel with F ■ . He said he could not 
tell, but he was our ambassador to some of the petty 
Grerman States. 

A country-gentleman came in, who complimented 
Northcote on his pictures of animals and birds, 
which I knew he would not Hke. He muttered 
something when he was gone, in allusion to the 
proverb of gimng 9nuff to a cat. Afterwards, a 
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tniniatine-pamter brought some copies he had made 
of a portrait of a young lady by Northcote. They 
were really very well, and we learned he was to have 
five guineas for the larger dfe, and two for the 
smaller ones. I could now account for the hmnility 
and shabby appearance of the artist. He paid his 
court better than his rustic predecessor ; for being 
asked by Northcote if the portrait of the yoimg lady 
was approved ? he said the mother had told him, 
before she engaged him to copy it, that <^ it was one 
of the loveliest pictures (that was her expression) 
that had ever been seen l^ This praise- was better 
relished than that of his dogs and parrots. 

I took notice, to Northcote that the man had a 
very good head ; but that he put me in mind of the 
state and pretensions of the art before artists wrote 
Esquire after their names. He said. Yes, he was 
like Andrew Taffi, or some of those in Yasari. 
I observed how little he was paid for what he really 
did so well; to which Northcote merely replied, 
<< In all things that are not necessary, those in the 
second class must always be miserably paid. Copy- 
ing pictures is like plain-work among women, it is 
what any body can do, and, therefore, nothing but 
B bare living is to be got by it.*" He added, that 
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the young lady, whose portrait her family was so 
anxious to have copied, was dead, and this was a 
kind of diversion, to their grief. It was a very 
natural mode of softening it down ; it was still re« 
cuiTing to the object of their regret, and yet dwelling 
on it in an agreeable point of view. The wife of 
General H— ^, (he continued) many years ago, 
came to me to do a picture of her son, a lieutenant 
in the navy, who was lulled in battle, but whom I 
had never seen. There was no picture of him to go 
by, but she insisted on my doing one under her di« 
rection. I attempted a profile as the easiest ; and 
she sat behind me and sang in a soft manner to her^ 
self, and told me what I was to do. It was ji 
wretched business, as you may suppose, being made 
out from description ; but she would have it to be a 
great likeness, and brought aU the family and even 
the servants to see it, who probably did not dare to 
be of a different opinion. I said to her, ^ What a 
pity it was Sir Joshua had not done a portrait of him 
in his life-time !* At this she expressed great con* 
tempt, and declared she would not give two-pence.for 
all Sir Joshua'^s pictures ; indeed, she had one which 
I was very welcomeito have if I chose to come for 
it. I lost no time in going to her houfie, and when I 

H 
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cttne l^ere, tHe led me up into an old garret whidi 
'msmedas almnber-^oom, and taking it carefully out 
of a sfaabbj^ frame not wixrth a groat, said ^ There, 
tdce it, I am not sony to get it out of the house.^ 
I asked what it was that made her so indifferent 
about this picture ? and die answered, * It was H 
likeness of a joang gendeman who had been kind 
enoi]^ to die, by which means the estate came to 
the OencraL' She spoke in this unfeeling manner, 
thoi^h her own son had just died in the same cir- 
cumstances; and she had had a mcmument made 
fiir him, and strewed flowers upon it, and made sudi 
a fuss about his death, that she would hardy have 
known what to do if he had come to life again T I 
asked what was her reason fer disliking Reynolds^s 
{Rctures ? << Oh ! that was bar ignorance, she did 
not know wly !* 

Noftfacote said, ** G ■ ■ ealled here with his 
dac^ter. I asked her abo«t Xord Byron ; she 
said his . tenqper was so bad that nobody could Kve 
witib hsm. The only way to pass the day tolerably 
weU with him was to contradict him the first thii^ 
in Ae ttonmg. I have known tempers of th^ 
kind myself; you must quarrel with them in order 
to be friends. If you did not eonquer them, thqr 
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vould conqacr jou.^ Scmieddng was oiiBerved whomt 
Byron and Tom Pame^ as to thrir attadcs upon 
TC^ion; and I said that sceptics mdA pli]kso{ditcal 
vobdievefB aj^eared to me to liave jost as little 
Vbealky arenlargesient of Tie^ras the naost Ingoteit 
finutic. They caidd not bear to make the least 
coKeasiott to the oppoake side. They denied die 
aiguaiKnt that because the Seriptuces irere fine thej 
wot therefore of divine. oxigisi, and jet lliey Tir- 
tcaBy admitted it; fer, not belieTing daeir troth, 
ifaey thoaght themselTes boand to maintaiii Aafe 
Aey vere good for nothiBg. I had once, I said, 
giveni great offsnce to a knot of persons of this de- 
ftcriptieDy by contending that JacoVs Bcean was 
Smt dian any <liing in Shaicspeare ; and tSiat Hamlet 
wodd bear no compariaon trith, at least, one dor* 
laeter in die New Testaaaent. A yora^ poet had 
said on dna occasion, he did not Hfce the Bflhk, 
beeaase there wm nothii^ about flowers in it ; aad 
I asked him if he had foi^got dkat passage, 
«< Beheld the liliea of die fidd;' &c.? '' Ves,'' 
aaid Nordioate, '^ and in the Faalaas and in 
die book ef Job, there are passages of uniivaikd 
beauty. In tlie ktter diere is the deacripdes 
af the warlonae, that haa been ao cfien refenei 
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to, and of the days of JoVs prosperity ; and in 
the Psalms, I think there is that passage, * He 
openeth his hands, and the earth is filled with plen- 
teousness ; he tumeth away his face, and we are 
troubled; he hideth himself, and we ar^ left in 
darkness ; ^ or, again, how fine is that expression, 
^ All the beasts of the forests are mine, and so are 
the cattle upon a thousand hills ! ^ What an ex-* 
pause, and what a grasp of the subject ! £ vexy thing 
is done upon so large a scale, and yet with such 
ease, as if seen from the highest point of view. It 
has mightily a look of inspiration or of being die* 
tated by a superior intelligence. They say mere 
£nglish readers cannot understand Homiqr, because 
it is a translation ; but why will it not bear a trans« 
lation as well as the book of Job, if it is as fine P 
In Shakspeare, undoubtedly, there is a prodigious 
variety and force of human character and passion, 
but he does not take us out of ourselves ; he has a 
wonderfrd, almost a miraculous fellow-feeling with 
human nature in every possible way, but that is all. 
Macbeth is fiill of sublimity, but the sublimity ia 
that of the earth, it does not reach to heaven. It is a 
stiU stronger objection that is made to Hogarth ; he, 
too, gave the incidents and characters of human life 
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with infiiiite truth and ability ; but then it was in 
the lowest forms of all, and he could not rise even 
to common dignity or beauty. There is a faculty 
that enlarges and beautifies objects, even beyond 
nature. It is for this reason that we must, reluc- 
tantly p^haps, give the preference to Milton over . 
Shakspeare ; for his Paradise (to go no further) is 
certainly a scene of greater beauty and happiness, 
than was ever found on earth, though so vividly 
described that we easily make the transition, and 
transport oiirselves there. It is the same difference 
that there is between Raphael and Michael Angelo, 
though Raphael, too, in many of his works merited 
the epithet of dit/'me.*"— I mentioned some lines from 
Shakspeare I had seen quoted in a translation of a 
French work, and appUed to those who adhered to 
Buonaparte in his misfortunes : 

He that can endure 



To follow with allegiance a fallen lord^ 
Does conquer him that did his master conquer^ 
And earns a place i* the story. 

I said I was struck to see how finely they came 
in. <« Oh !'^ replied Northcote, " if they were 
Shakspeare^s, they were sure to be fine. What a 
fower there always is in any Mi brought in from 
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Um or Mibon among other things ! How itsImuB 
like a jewel ( I think Milton reads best in this way ; 
he 18 too fine for a ccmtinuanoe. Don''t you think 
Shakspeaoe and the writers of that day had a pro* 
.digious advantage in uaiag phrases and combinatiaiB 
of style^ whidi eouU not be admitted now that the 
iangin^ is reduced to a more precise and waifimn 
ataadaid, but which yet hare a pecoliar fiirce and 
iyicity when they can be justified by the pnTikge 
of age ?*** He said^ he had beoi struck with iioB 
idea lately^ in readmg an dd translatron of BooeaoD 
(about the time of Queen Elisabeth) in which the 
language, though quaint^ had often a beauty that 
oould not well be ccmveyed in any modem trana- 
lation. 

He spoke of Lord Byron^s notions about Shaks< 
peare. I said I did nckt care much about his opt* 
nions. Northcote replied, they were evidently ca- 
pricious, and taken up in the spirit of contradiction. 
I said, not only so (as &r as I can judge), but 
without any better founded ones in his own mind. 
They iqppear to me conchisions without premises 
or any previous process of diougfat or inquiry.. I 
•like old opinioas with new reasons, not new opinknis 
without any — ^not mere ipse disnts. He was too 
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arrogant to assign a reason to others or to need one 
for himself. It was quite enough that he subscribed 
to any assertion, to make it clear to the world, as 
well as binding on his valet ! 

Northcote said, there were people who could not 
argue. FuseK was one of these. He could throw 
out very briDiant and striking things ; but if you at 
all questioned him, he could no more give an an- 
8wer than a child of three years old. He had no re- 
sources, nor any corps de reserve of argument be- 
yond his first line of battle. That was imposing 
and gUttering enough. Neither was Lord Byron a 
philosopher, with all his sententiousness and force of 
expression. Probably one ought not to expect the 
two thij^ together ; for te produce a startling and 
immediate effect, one must keep pretty mudh npoa 
tiie sinface ; and liie search after truth is aveiy slov 
ind obscure process. 
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' As soon as I went in to-day, Northcote asked me 
if that was my character of Shakspeare, which had 
been quoted in a newspaper the day before P It 
was so like what he had thought a thousand times 
. that he coiild almost swear he had written it himself, 
I said no ; it was from KendalPs Letters on Ireland ; 
though I believed I had expressed nearly the same 
idea in print. I had seen the passage myself, and 
hardly knew at first whether to be pleased or vexed 
at it. It was provoking to have one'^s words taken 
out of one'^s mouth as it were by another ; and yet it 
seemed also an encouragement to reflect, that if one 
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Qnly threw one^s bread upon the waters, one was 
6ure to find it again after many days. The worlds 
if they do not listen to an observation the first thne^ 
will listen to it at second-hand from those who have 
a more agreeable method of insinuating it, or whd 
do not tell them too many truths at once. N ■ ^ 
said, he thought the account undoubtedly just, to 
whomever it belonged.* The greatest genius (such 

* " Shakspeare's verses are not exactly ' wood-notes wild.* 
He was indebted to a most extensive reading at the same time 
as to a most transcendant genius. He did not pique himself 
upon originality^ but sat down to write his plays for the 
«imple purpose of the moment, and without a glimpse or an 
ambition of the immortality which they were to acquire. H^ 
made use of whatever he recollected and thought desirable, 
with the contrivance of an ordinary play-writer^ and only grew 
original and vast and exquisite, in spite of himself. If it 
be true that ' he wrote not for an age^ but for all time,' still 
there was no one who knew less of that fact than he ! He 
imagined himself writing only for the day before him ; and 
it is to this very circumstance that we owe the ease, the 
flashes, and the soarings of his spirit. He was never over** 
powered by the intended loftiness of the occasion. He made 
110 efforts that were laborious, because his mind was always 
<«uperior to his object, and never bowed down to it. He pos* 
messed, too, that affluence of genius, which rendered him 
not only prodigal in its use, but almost unacquainted with 
its existence. He never stood upon its dignity; he was 
never fearful of its loss nor of its denial. The swan of 
Avon, like the swans from which poets derive their tide. 

H3 
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«s that of Shakspeare) implied the greatest pover, 
and this implied the fpreatest ease and unconseiooa- 
0088 of efibrty or of any thing extraordinary effected. 
As tills vriter stated — ^^ He would as soon think of 
being vain of pattiog one foot before another, as of 
writing Maebeth ozHamleL^^ Or as Hudibras has 
expressed it, poetry was to him 



tbxng no more difficile 
Than to a blackbird 'tis to whistle. 
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This (said he) is what I have always said of 

Corrcggio^s style, that he could not help it : it was his 

Was all strength and grace and beauty^ witfaont a ooa« 

seiousness of either. And this character of his genim a»> 

eorda with that character of facility^ of gentleness, and of 

ttnostentation, whidi his biographer ascribes to the man. 

He knew of nothing within himself, of which he felt it 

worth while to he vain. He would as soon have been vaia 

•f his poweK to put one foot before another, as of his power 

to write the Tempest or Macbeth, It belongs, in the naidat 

of abundance, to Genius as Bsautt, to be thoaghtleas of 

itself. It is only for the dull and the ugly— <»r at least te 

those in whom the claims to beauty or to genius are equivo*' 

cal — to be forever contemplating either in themselves, -or 

•for ever demanding the acknowledgments of othcn With 

the plenary possessors, the luxury is too common, too muck 

of every-day wear, to fix their attention. The restlessneai 

of the remainder is the restUssnesa of poverty, and oontrasta 

itself with the carelessness of riches.*' — KendalTi Letttr$ on 

Jtrelandm 



nature. Besides, use familiarizes, us to every thing. 
How could Shakspeare be expected to be astonished 
at what he did every day ? No ; he was thinking 
either merely of the subject before him, or of gain-* 
ing his bread. It is only upstarts or pretenders, 
who do not know what to make of their good for- 
tune or undeserved reputation. It comes to the same 
thing that I have heard my brother remark with re- 
spect to my father and old Mr. Tolcher, whose pic- 
ture you see there. He had a great fidendship for 
my father and a great' opinion of his integrity ; and 
whenever he came to see him, always began with 
saying, * Well, honest Mr. Samuel Northcote, how 
do you?^ This he repeated so often, and they 
were so used to it, thaC my brother said they became 
like words of course, and conveyed no more im- 
pression of any thing peculiar than if he had marely 

fittd, ^ Well, good Mr. Northcote, et cetera,'^ or 
used any common expesdon. So Shakspeare was 

accustomed to write his fine speeches till he ceased 
jto wonder at them himself, and would have beat 
aurprised to find that you did."*^ 

The conversation now turned on an answer in 
a newspaper to Canning^s assertion, that ^^ Slavery 
was not inconsistent widi the i^irit of Christianity, 
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inasmuch as it was the beauty of Christianity to 
accommodate itself to all conditions and circum- 
stances/^ Did Canning mean to say, because Chris- 
tianity accommodated itself to, or made the best of 
all situations, it did not therefore give the prefe- 
rence to any ? Because it recommended mildness 
and fortitude under sufferings, did it not therefore 
condemn the infliction of them P Or did it not for- 
bid injustice and cruelty in the strongest terms ? 
This were indeed a daring calumny on its founder : 
it were an insolent irony. Don Quixote would not 
have said so. It was like the Italian banditti, who 
when they have cut off the ears of their victims, 
make them go dowii on their knees, and return 
thanks to an image of the Virgin Mary for the 
favour they have done them. It was because such 
things do exist, that Christ came to set his face 
against them, and to establish the maxim, ^<Do 
unto others as you would that they should do unto 
you.'' If Mr. Canning will say that the masters 
would like to be treated as they treat their slavel^, 
then he may say that slavery is consistent with the 
spirit of Christianity. No ; the meaning of those 
maxims of forbearance and submission, which the 
Quakers have taken too litetally, is, that you are 
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not to drive out one devil by another ; it aims at 
discouraging a resort to violence and anger, for if the 
temper it inculcates could become universal, there 
would be no injuries to resent. It objects against 
the power of the sword, but it is to substitute a 
power ten thousand times stronger than the sword— 
that which subdues and conquers the affections, and 
strikes at the very root and thought of evil. AU 
that is meant by such sayings, as that if a person 
*^ smites us on one cheek, we are to turn to him the 
other,**^ is, that we are to keep as clear as possible 
of a disposition to retaliate and exasperate injuries ; 
or there is a Spanish proverb which explains this, 
that says, ^^ It is he who gives the second blow thai 
begins the quarrel.^ 

On my referring to what had been sometimes 
asserted of the ineificacy of pictures in Frotes* 
tant churches, Northcote said he might be allowed 
to observe in favour of his own art, that though 
they might not strike at first from a difference in 
our own belief, yet they would gain upon the spec-* 
tator by the force of habit. The practice of image- 
worship was probably an after-thought of the Papists 
themselves, from seeing the effects produced on the 
minds of the rude and ignorant by visible repre* 
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■entatioiis of saints and martyra. The rders of the 

church at first only thought to amuse and attract 

the people by pictures and statues (as they did fay 

music and rich dresses, from which no inference 

was to be drawn) ; but when these representations 

of sacred subjects were once placed before the senses 

of an uninstructed but imaginative people, they 

looked at them with wonder and eagerness, till they 

began to think they saw them move ; and then 

miracles were w(»:ked ; and as this became a source 

of wealth and great resort to the several shrines and 

churches, every means were used to encourage the 

superstition and a belief in the supernatural virtues 

of the objects by the clergy and government. So 

he thought that if pictures were set up in oinr 

churches, they would by degrees inspire the mind 

with all the feelings of awe or interest that were 

■necessary or proper. It was less difficult to excite 

enthusiasm than to keep it under due restraint. So 

.in Italy, the higher powers did not much relish 

those processions of naked figures, taken from saip- 

tural stories (such as Adam and Eve) on particular 

holidays, for they led to scandal and abuse; but 

they fell in with the humour of the rabble, and were 

lucrative to the lower orders of priests and 
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and the Pope could not expressly discountenance 
them. He said we were in little danger (either 
from our religion or temperament) of running into 
those disgraceful and fanciful extremes ; but should 
rather do every thing in our power to avoid the op- 
posite error of a dry and repulsive asceticism. We 
could not give too much encouragement to the fine 
arts; 

Our talk of to-day concluded by his saying, that 
he often blamed himself for uttering what might be 
thought harsh things ; and that on mentioning this 
once to Eemble, and saying it sometimes kept him 
from sleep after he had been out in company, Keinble 
had replied, <^ Oh ! yon need not trouble yourself 

60 much about them : others never think of theiii 
in 
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CONVERSATION THE TWELFTH. 



NoETHCOTE was painting from a little girl when 
I went in. B — was there. Something was said of 
a portrait of Dunning by Sir Joshua (an unfinished 
head), and B — observed, " Ah ! my good friend, 
if you and I had known at that time what those 
things would fetch, we might have made our for- 
tunes now. By laying out a few pounds on the 
loose sketches and sweepings of the lumber-room, 
we might have made as many hundreds/' ^* Yes,*" 
said Northcote, " it was thought they would soon 
be forgot, and they went for nothing on that ac- 
count : but they are more sought after than ever, 
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because those imperfect hints and studies seem to 
bring one more in contact with the artist, and explain 
the process of bis mind in the several stages* A 
finished work is, in a manner, detached from and 
independent, of its author, like a child that can go 
4ilone : in the other case, it seems to be still in pro- 
gress, and to await his hand to finish it; or we sup* 
ply the absence of well-known excellences out of 
our own imagination, so that we have a two-fold 
property in it.""' 

Northcote read something out of a newspaper 
about the Suffolk-street Exhibition, in which his 
own name was mentioned, and M- ■ % the land- 
scape-painter. ^-** said, his pictures were a trick— 
a streak of red, and then a streak of blue. But, 
said Northcote, there is some merit in finding out 
a new trick. I ventured to hint, that the receipt 
for his was, clouds upon mountains, and mountains 
^pon clouds^-^that there Was number and quantity, 
but neither form nor colour. He appeared to me 
an instance of a total want of imi^nation ; he mis- 
took the character of the feelings associated with 
every thing, and I mentioned as an instance his 
Adam and £ve, which had been much admired, but 
which was a panoramic view of the map of Asia^ 



astetd of a representation of our fint parents in 
Paradise. 

After &^ iras gcme^ ire spoke of X — ^. I re- 
gretted his want of delicacy towards Ae public as well 
as towards his private friends. I did not think he had 
^ed so mudi from want of opacity, as from attempt- 
ing to bnlly the public into a premature or over- 
atruned admiration of him, instead of gaining ground 
upon them by improving on himself; and he now 
felt the ill effects of the re-action of this injudicious 
paroceeding. He had no real love of his art, and 
therefore did not apply or give his whole 
sedulously to it ; and was more bent on 
notoriety be&rdiand by puffit and announcements 
of his works, than on givii^ diem that degree of 
perfection which would ensure lasting reputation. 
No one would ever attain the highest excellence, 
who had so litde nervoua sensibility as to take 
credit for it (diher with himself or others) widiout 
being at the trouble of produdng k. It was s^ 
xnring ihe reward in the first instance; and afto'- 
waids, it would be too miK^h to expect the neoea- 
aary exertion or sacrifices. Unlimited credit was 
as dangerous to success in art as in business. ^' And 
jH he still finds dupes,^*" «aid Nortfacote ; to which 
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I replied, U was in^saifale to resist him, as long a^ 
yim kept on tenxis with him: any difference of 
opinion or rehictanoe cm yonr part made no im- 
fneAaa. aa him» and unless you quarrelled with 
liiiii downrii^t, you must do as he wished you.— r 
'^ And how thoi,"^ said Nortbcqte^ <^ do you think it 
possiUe for a perscm of this hard Unyielding dis- 
position to be a painter, where every thing depends 
na soaing the nicest inflections of feeling and the 
inost evanescent shades of beauty ? 

*< No, Til tell you why he cannot be a paintei^ 
He has not virtue Plough. No one can give out 
to others what he has not in himself^ and there i^ 
aodiiii^ in his mind to delight or captivate the 
HForld. I will not deny the mechanical dexterity, 
but he fails in the mental part. There was Sir 
Peter Lely : he is ftdl of de£sct8 ; but he was the 
fine gentleman of his age, and you see this character 
jUtamped on every one of his works;— even his 
CRwrs prove it; and this is one of those things 
that the world receive with gratitude. Sir Joshua 
jgain was not without his fnults : he had not graa^ 
deur, but he was a man of a mild, bland, ami abl e 
character ; and this predominant feeling appears so 
•tiongly in his works, that you cannot mistake it; 
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and this is what makes them so delightful to look 
at, and constitutes their charm to others, eyen witb« 
out their being conscious of it. There was such a 
look of nature too. I remember once going through 
It suite of rooms where they were shewing me several 
fine Vandykes ; and we came to one where thero 
were some children, by Sir Joshua, seen through il 
door — ^it was like looking at the reality, they were 
so full of life— -the branches of the trees waved over 
their heads, and the fresh air seemed to play on their 
•cheeks—*! soon forgot Vandyke f 

<*So, in the famous St. Jerome of Correggio, Gar- 
rick used to say, that the Saint resembled a Satjrr, 
and that the child was like a monkey ; but then 
there is such a look of life in the last, it dazzles you 
with spirit and vivacity ; you can hardly believe but 
it will move or fly ; — indeed, Sir Joshua took his 
Puck from it, only a little varied in the attitude.'' 
I said I had seen it not long ago, and that it had 
remarkably the look of a spirit or a faery or preter^- 
natural beings though neither beautiful nor dignified. 
I remarked to Northcote, that I had never sufficient- 
ly Relished Correggio ; that I had tried several times 
to work myself up to the proper degree of admira- 
tion, but that I always fell back again into my 
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{bnnerstate of lukewarmness and sceptidsm ; though 
I could not help allowing, that what he did, he ap- 
peared to me to do with more feeling than any body 
else ; that I could conceive Raphael or even Titian 
to have represented objects from mere natural capa* 
dty (as we see them in a looking-glass) without 
being absolutely wound up in them, but that I could 
fancy Correggio'^s pencil to thrill with sensibility : 
he brooded over the idea of grace or beauty in his 

« 

mind till the sense grew faint with it ; and like a 
lover or a devotee, he carried his enthusiasm to the 
brink of extravagance imd affectation, so enamoured 
was he of his art ! Northcote assented to this as a 
just criticism, and said, ^^ That is why his works 
must live : but X — is a hardened egotist, devoted to 
nothing but himself ! ^ Northcote then asked about 
■ ■■ ' , and if she was handsome ? I said she might 
ait for the portrait of Rebecca in Ivanhoe I 

He then turned the conversatipn to Brambletye* 
House. He thought the writer had failed in 
Charles II. and Rochester* Indeed, it was a daring 
attempt to make bona mots for two such characters. 
The wit must be sharp and fine indeed, that would 
do to put into their mouths : even Sir Walter might 
tremble to undertake it ! He had made Milton 
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speak too : this was almost asdsngcfrous aa attenpt 
as for Milton to put words into the month of tha 
Deity. The great diflieult j was to know where te 
stop, and not to treqmss on forbidden ground. 
Cervantes was one of the boldest and most original 
myentors ; yet he had never Tentured beyond hia 
depth. He had in the perscm of his hero real^ 
represented the maxims of benevolence and genem* 
sity inculcated by the Christian religion : that waa 
a law to him ; and by his fine conception of the 
subject, he had miracnloasly sacceeded. Sbak^ 
speare alone could be said in his grotesque creatioDa 
Ho be above all law. Richardson had succeeded 
admirably in Clarissa, because he had a certain rule 
to go by or certain things to avoid, for a perf e c t 
woman was a negative character ; but he had failed 
in Sir Charles Gran£s<m, and made him a himp of 
odious affectation, because a perfect man is not a 
negative, but a positive character; and in aiming 
at fiiultlessness, he had produced only the most 
vapid effeminacy. After all, Brambletye-House was 
about as good as the Rejected Addresses, « There 
was very little cEfference between a parody and an 
imitation. The defects and peculiarities areequaOy 
seized upon in either case. 



1 



. He £d not know how Sk Waltar would take it* 
To hmve imitators leemed at first a oMx^ptiment, yet 
no one liked it. You could not put Fusdi in k 
greater paanon than by calliQg Maria Cosway w^ 
imitator of his. Nothing made Sir Joshua so mad^ 
as Miss Reynolds'^s portraits, whidi were an exact 
imitation of all his defiscts. Indeed, she was oUiged 
to keep them out €i his way. He said, ^^ They 
made eyery body else laugh, and himself cry."'* It 
is that whidi makes every one dread a minic. Your 
sdf-love is alarmed, without bcii^ so easBy re- 
assnred. You know there is « difference, but it is 
not great ^ugh to make you feel quite at ease* 
The line of demarcation between the trtie and the 
qptnious is not sufficiently broad and palpable. The 
o^ you see is vile or indifferent ; and the original^ 
you suspect (but for your partiality to yourself) is 
not perhaps much better. 

Tins is what I have often £elt in locking at the 
drawii^ of the students at the Academy, or when 
young artists have brought their first crude attempts 
for my opinion. The gbring defints, the abortive 
efibrts have almost disgnsted me with the profession. 
GoodG—- d! I have said,is thiswhat the art is mado 
up of? How do I know that my own prodHctaons 
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may not appear in the same light to others ? Where- 
as the seeing the finest specimens of art, instead of 
disheartening, gives me courage to proceed: one 
cannot be wrong in treading in the same footsteps, and 
to fall short of them is no disgrace, while the faint- 
est reflection of their excellence is glorious. It was 
this that made Correggio cry out on seeing Ra- 
phaeFs works, << I also am a painter '^ : he felt a 
kindred spirit in his own breast. — I said, I recol- 
lected when I was formerly trying to paint, nothing 
gave me the horrors so much as passing the old 
battered portraits at the doors of brokers^ shops, 
with the morning-sun flaring full upon them. -I 
was generally inclined to prolong my walk, and put 
off painting for that day ; but the sight of a fine 
picture had a contrary effect, and I went back and 
set to work with redoubled ardour. 

Northcote happened to speak of a gentleman 
married to one of the ■ , of whom a friend had 
said, laughing, ^^ There'*s a man that^'s in love with 
his own wife P He mentioned the beautiful Lady 
F-^— F — , and sdd her hair, which was in great 
quantities and very fine, was remarkable for having 
a single lock difierent firom all the rest, which he 
supposed she cherished as a beauty. I told him I 
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had not long ago seen the hair of Lucietia Bor^, 
of Milton, Buonaparte, and Dr. Johnson, all folded 
up in the same paper. It had belonged to Lord 
Byron. Northcote replied, one could not be sure 
of that ; it was easy to get a lock of hair, and call 
it by any name one pleased. In some cases, how* 
ever, one might rely on its being the same. Mrs. 
6 — had certainly a lock of Goldsmith'^s hair, for 
she and her sister (Miss Homeck) had wished to 
have some remembrance of him after his death ; and 
though the coffin was nailed up, it was opened again 
at their request (such was the regard Goldsmith 
was known to have for them !), and a lock of his 
hair was cut off, which Mrs. 6 — still has. Northcote 
said, Goldsmith'^s death was the severest blow Sir 
Joriiua ever received — ^he did not paint all that day ! 
It was proposed to make a grand ftmeral for him, 
but Reynolds objected to this, as it would be over 
in a day, and said it would be better to lay by the 
mon^y to erect a monument to hhn in Westminster 
Abbey; and he went himself and chose the spot. 
Goldsmith had begun another novel, of which he 
read the first chapter to the Miss Homecks a little 
before his death. Northcote asked, what I thought 
of the Vicar of Wakefield? And I answered, What 
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erery body else did. He said there was that mix-- 
lure of the ludicrous and the pathedc running 
through it, which particularly delighted him : it 
gave a stronger resemblance to nature. He thought 
this justified Shakspeare in mingling up farce and 
tragedy together; life itself was a tragi-comedy. 
Instead of being pure, eyery thing was chequered. 
If you went to an execution, you would perhaps see 
an apple->woman in the greatest distress, because her 
stall was overturned, at which you could not help 
smiling. We then spoke of ^'Retaliation,^ and 
praised the character of Burke in particular as a 
master-piece. Nothing that he had ever said or 
done hvH what was foretold in it; nor was he 
painted as tfc? principal figure in the foreground 
with the partiality of a fnend, or as the great man 
of the day, but with a back-ground of history, show* 
ing both what he was and what he might have been. 
Northcote repeated some lines from the ** Traveller,'' 
which were distmguished by a beautiAil transpa- 
rency, by simplicity and oiiginaUty. He confirmed 
BoswelTs account of Goldsmith, as being about the 
middle height, rather clumsy, and tawdry in his 
dress. 
A gentleman came in who had just shown his 
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good taste in purdiasing tbree pictures of North* 
cote, <me a head of Sir Joshua by himself, and the 
other two by Northcote, a wfaok-length portrait of 
an Italian girl, and a copy of Omai, the Sonth-Sea 
Chief. I could hea^r the artist m the outer room 
eiqpressing some scruples as to the consistency of 
his parting with <me of them which he had brought 
firom abroad, acoor£og to the strict letter of his 
Custom-House oath — an ohjeetioa which the pur« 
chaser, a Member of Parliament, orer-mled by 
assurix^ him that ** the peculiar case could not be 
contemplated by the spirit of the act^ Northcote 
also expressed some regret at the separation from 
pictures that had become (dd friends. He however 
comforted himself that they would now find a re* 
spectable asylum, which was better than beii^ 
knocked about in garrets and auction-rooms, as they 
would inevitably be at his death. " You may at 
least depend upon it,^ said Mr. — " that they 
will not be sold again for many generations!^ This 
view into futurity brought back to my mind the 
time when I had first known these pictures : since 
then, my life was flown, and with it the hope of 
fame as an artist (with which I had once regarded 
them), and I felt a momentary pang. Northcote took 

I 2 
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me out into the other room, when his friend was 

• 

gone, to look at them; and on my expressing my ad- 
miration of the portrait of the Italian lady, he said she 
was the mother of Madame Bellochi, and was still 
living; that .he had painted it at Rome ahout the 
year IJSO ; that her family was originally Greek, 
and that he had known her, her daughter, her 
mother, and grand-mother. She and a sister who 
was with her, were at that time full of the most 
charming gaiety and innocence. The old woman 
used to sit upon the ground without moving or 
speaking, with her arm over her head, and exactly 
like a bundle of old clothes. Alas! thought I, 
what are we but a heap of clay resting upon the 
earth, and ready to crumble again into dust and 
ashes ! 
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CONVERSATION THE THIRTEENTH. 



NoRTHCOtE spoke about the failure of some print- 
sellers. He said, ^' He did not wonder at it ; it was 
a just punishment of their presumption and igno- 
rance. They went into an Exhibition, looked round 
them, fixed upon some contemptible performance, 
^d without knowing any thing about the matter or 
consulting any body, ordered two or three thousand 
pounds'" worth of prints from it, merely out of purse- 
proud insolence, and because the money burnt in 
their pockets. Such people fancied that the more 
money they laid out, the more they must get ; so 
that extravagance became (by the turn their vanity 
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gave to it) another name for thrift.'' Having spoken 
of a living artist's pictures as mere portraits that 
were interesting to no one except the people 
who sat for them, he remarked, *^ There was 
always something in the meanest face that a great 
artist could take advantage of. That was the 
merit of Sir Joshua, who contrived to throw a cer- 
tain air and character even over ugliness and folly, 
that disarmed criticism and made you wonder how 
he did it. This, at least, is the case with his por- 
traits ; for though he made his beggars look like 
heroes, he sometimes, in attempting history, made 
his heroes look like beggars. Grandi, the Italian 
cotour-grinder, sat to him for King Henry VI. in 
the Death of Cardinal Beaufort y and he looks not 
much better than a train-bearer or one In a low and 
mean station: if he had sat to him for his portrait, he 
would have made him lodk tike a kii^ f That was 
what made Fuseli observe in joke that ^ Grandi never 
hM up his head after Sir Joshua painted him in 
his Cardinal Beaufort ! ' But the pictures I speak of 
are poor dry fuc-^miles (in a litde timid manner and 
mth an attempt at drapery) of imbecile creatures, 
whose appearance is a satire on themselves and 
mankind. Neither can I conceive why L— should 
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be Bent over to paint Charles X. A French artist 
aaid to me on that -occasion, ^ We have very fine 
portrait-painters in Pari3,. Sir ! \.. ..The poor engra- 
Ter would be the greatest sufferer by these expensive 
prints. ' Tradespeople now-a-days did not look at 
the thing with an eye to business, but ruined them* 
selves and others by setting up for womdrbe patrons 
and judges of the art. - 



Some demon whisper 'd^ Visto, have a taste ! 



» 



I said I thought L — ^^s pictures might do very well 
as mirrors for personal vanity to contemplate itself 
in (as you looked in the glass to see how you were 
dressed), but that it was a mistake to suppose they 
would interest any one else or were addressed to 
the world at large. They were private, not public 
property. They never caught the eye in a shop- 
window ; but were (as it appeared to me) a kind of 
lithographic painting, or thin, meagre outlines 
without the depth and richness of the art. I men- 
tioned to Northcote the pleasure I had formerly 
taken in a little print of Gadshill firom a sketch 
of his. own, which I used at one time to pass a 
certain shop-window on purpose to look at. He 
said, ^' It was impossible to tell before-hand what 



176 UB; 170BTHC0T£''s 

would hit the public. You might as well pretend to 
say what ticket would turn up a prize in the lottery. 
It was not chance neither, but some unforeseen 
coincidence between the subject and the prevailing 
taste, that you could not possibly be a judge of. I 
had once painted two pictures ; one of a Fortune- 
teller (a boy with a monkey), and another caUed 
< The Visit to the Grandmother ; "* and Raphael 
Smith came to me and wanted to engrave them, 
being willing to give a handsome sum for the first, 
but only to do the last as an experiment. He sold 
ten times as many of the last as of the first, and told 
me that there were not less than five different im- 
pressions done of it in Paris ; and once when I 
went to liis house to get one to complete a set of 
engravings after my designs, they asked me six 
guineas for a proof-impression ! This was too 
much, but I was delighted that I could not afford 
to pay for my own work, from the value that was 
set upon it ! ^ — I said, people were much alarmed 
at tile late failures, and thought there would be a 
*' blow-up,'''' in the vulgar phrase. — " Surely you 
carft suppose so ? A blow-up ! Yes, of adventurers 
and upstarts, but not of the country, if they mean 
that. This is like the man who thought that gin- 
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drinking would put an end to the world. Oh ! no*-» 
the country will go on just as before, bating the 
distress to individuals. You may form an idea on 
the subject if you ever go to look at the effects of s 
fire the day after : you see nothing but smoke and 
ruins and bare walls, and think the damage can never 
be repaired; but if you pass by the same way a 
week after, you will find the houses all built up just 
as they were before or eveh better than ever ! No, 
there is t}ie same wealth, the same industry and in-* 
genuity in the country as there was before ; and till 
you destroy that, you cannot destroy the country. 
These temporary distresses are only like disorders 
in the body, that carry off its bad and superfluous 
humours. 

*^ My neighbour Mr. Rowe, the bookseller, in- 
formed me the other day that Signora Cecilia Davies 
firequently came to his shop, and always inquired after 
me. Did you ever hear of her ? ^ No, never ! 
" She must be very old now. Fifty years ago, in 
the time of Garrick, she made a vast sensation. AU 
England rang with her name. I do assure you, that 
in this respect Madame Catalani was not more 
talked of. Afterwards she had retired to Florence, 
and was the Prima Donna there, when Storace first 

I 3 
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cane out. This was St the time wben Mr. Hoaie 
and myself were in Italy ; and I remember ire went 
to ca]l upon her. She had then in a great measitte 
fallen c^, but she was still very much admired. 
What a strange thing « reputation of this kind is, 
that the person herself survives, and sees the me- 
teors of &8hion xise and fall one after another, while 
ahe remains totally disregarded as if there had been 
no such p^son, yet thinking all the while that she 
was better than any of them ! I have hardly heard 
her name mmtioned in the last thirty years, diougfa 
in ha time she was quite as famous as any one 
rince.^ I sud, an Opera-reputation was after all 
but a kind of Private Theatricals and confined to 
a small circle, compared with that of the regular 
stage, which all the world were judges of and took 
an interest in. It was but the echo <if a sound, or 
like the blaae of phosphorus that did not commu« 
nicate to the surrounding objects. It belonged to a 
fashionable coterie, rather than to the public, and 
might eadly die away at the end of the season. I 
then observed I was more affected by tiie fiite of 
players than by that of any other class of people. 
They seemed to me more to be pitied than any 
body — ^the contrast was so great between the glares 



CONVEBSATIOKS* 179 

the noise, and intoxication of their first snccess, and 
the mortifications and neglect of their declining yean. 
They were made drunk with popular i^kuse^ 
and when this stimulus was withdrawn, must feel 
the insignificance of ordinary life particularly yapid 
and distressing. There were no sots like the sots of 
vanity. There were no traces left of what they had 
been, any more than of a foi^otten dream ; and they 
had no consolation but in their oym conceit, which, 
when it was without other vouchers, was a very 
uneasy comforter. I had seen some actors who had 
been favourites in my youth and <^ cried up in th^e 
top of the compass,^ treated, firom having grown old 
and infirm, with the utmost indignity and almofi^ 
hoot^ from the stage. I had seen poor — come 
forward under these circumstances to stammer out 
an apology with the tears in his eyes (which almost 
brought them into mine) to a set of apprentice-boys 
and box4obby loungers, who neither knew nor cared 
what a fine performer and a fine gentleman he was 
thought twenty years ago. Players were so far par- 
ticularly unfortunate. The theatrical public have a 
very short memory. Every four or five years tfiere 
is a new audience, who know nothing but of what 
they have before their eyes, and who pronounce 
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Btunmarily upon this, without any regard to paJst 
obligations or past services, and with whom the 
veterans of the stage stand a bad chance indeed, as 
their former triumphs are entirely forgotten, while 
they appear as living vouchers against themselves. 
** Do you remember,^' said Northcote, " Sheridan^a 
beautiful lines on the subject in his Monody on 
Garrick f^ I said, I did ; and that it was probably 
the reading them early that had impressed this feel- 
ing so strongly on my mind. Northcote then re- 
marked, ^^ I think a great beauty is most to be 
pitied. She completely outlives herself. She has 
been used to the most bewitching honvnge, to have 
the highest court paid and the most flattering things 
said to her by aU those who approach her, and to 
be received with looks of delight and surprise wherev- 
er she comes; and she afterwards not only finds 
herself deprived of all this and reduced to a cjrpher, 
but she sees it all transferred to another, who has 
become the reigning toast and beauty of the day in 
her stead. It must be a most violent shock. It is 
like a king who is dethroned and reduced to serve 
as a page in his own palace. I remember once being 

atruck with seeing the Duchess of , the same 

that Sir Joshua painted, and who was a miracle of 
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beauty when she was young, and followed by crowds 
wherever she went — I was coming out of Mrs. 
W — ^"s ; and on the landing-place, there was she 
standing by herself, and calling over the bannister ' 
for her servant to come to her. If she had been as 
she once was, a thousand admirers would have flown 
to her assistance ; but her face was painted over like 
a mask, and there was hardly any appearance of life 
left but the restless motion of her eyes. I was 
really hurt.''^ I answered, the late Queen had much 
the same painful look that he described — ^her face 
highly rougedf and her eyes rolling in her head like 
an automaton, but she had not the mortification of 
having ever been a great beauty. ^^ There was a 
Miss — , too,'''' Northcote added, << who was a 
celebrated beauty when she was a girl, and who also 
sat to^Sir Joshua. I saw her not long ago and she 
was grown as coarse and vulgar as possible ; she 
was like an apple-woman or would do to keep the 
Three Tuns. The change must be very mortify- 
ing. To be sure, there is one thing, it comes on 
by degrees. The ravages of the small-pox must 
formerly have been a dreadful blow !^^ He said, 
Hterary men or men of talent in general were the 
best off in this respect. The reputation they ac« 
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quired was not only lasting, but gradually grew 
stronger, if it was deserved. I agreed they were 
sddom spoiled by flattery, and had no reason to 
complain afler ihey were dead. ^^ Nor while they 
acre living,^ said N — > ** if it is not their own 
ftult.**^ He mentioned an instance of a trial about 
an engraving where he, West, and others had to 
appear, and of the respect that was shown them. 
Erskine after flourishing away, made an attempt to 
puzzle Stothard by drawing two angles on a piece of 
paper, an acute and an obtuse one, and asking, 
** Do you mean to say these two are alike ?'* " Yes, 
I do,*" was the answer. " I see," said Erskine, 
turning round, "there is nothing to be got by 
angling here !^ West was then called upon to 
give his evidence, and there was immediately a lane 
made for him to come forward, and a stillness that 
you could hear a pin drop. The Judge (Lord 
Kenyon) then addressed him, " Sir Benjamin, we 
shall be glad to hear your opinion !" Mr. West 
answered, ** He had never received the honour of 
a tide from his Majesty ;" and proceeded to ex- 
p'^in the difference between the two engravings 
wWh were chained with being copies the one -of the 
other, with such deamess and knowledge of the 
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«rt, though in general he mtsls a bad speaker, that 
jLoid Eenyon said when he had done» ^< I suppoae, 
gentlemen, you are perfectly satisfied — I peroeiye 
there is much more in this than I had any idea of, 
and am sorry I did not make it nuure my study when 
I was young f ^^ I remarked that I believed corpo- 
rations of art or letters might meet with a certain 
Attention ; but it was the stragglers and candidates 
that were knocked about with very little ceiemony. 
Talent or merit only wanted a frame of some sort 
or other to set it off to advantage. Those of my way 
of thinking were " bitter bad judges'*' on this point. 
A Tory scribe who treated mankind as rabble and 
canaille, was regarded by them in return as a fine 
gentleman : a reformer like myself, who stood up 
for liberty and equality, was taken at his word by the 
very journeymen that set up his paragraphs, and 
could not get a civil answer from the meanest shop- 
boy in the employ of those on his own side of the 
question. N — laughed and said, I irritated my- 
self too much about such things. He said it was 
one of Sir Joshua's maxims that the art of life con- 
sisted in not being overset by trifles. We should 
look at the bottom of the account, not at each indi- 
vidual item in it, and see how the balance stands at 
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the end of the year. We should be satisfied if the 
path of life is clear before us, and not fret at the 
straws or pebbles that lie in our way. What you 
have to look to is whether you can get what you 
write printed, and whether the public will read it, 
and not to busy yourself with the remarks of shop- 
boys or printers' devils. They can do you neither 
harm nor good. The impertinence of mankind is a 
thing that no one can guard against. 
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CONVERSATION THE FOURTEENTH. 



NoRTHCoTE shewed me a poem with engravings 
of Dartmoor, which were too fine by half. I said I 
supposed Dartmoor would look more gay and smiling 
after having been thus illustrated, like a dull author 
who has been praised by a Reviewer. I had once 
been nearly benighted there and was delighted to 
get to the inn at Ashburton. " That,"" said N — 9 
** is the only good of such places that you are glad 
to escape from them, and look back to them with a 
pleasing horror ever after. Commend me to the 
Valdamo or Vallambrosa, where you are never weary 
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of new chaimsy and which you quit with a sigh of 
regret. I have, however, told my young friend 
who sent me the poem, that he has shown his 
genius in creating beauties where there were none, 
and extracting enthusiasm firom rocks and quag- 
mires. After that, he may write a very interesting 
poem on Eamschatka l**^ He then spoke 'of the 
Panorama of the North-Pole which had been lately 
exhibited, of the ice-bergs, the seals lying asleep 
on the shore, and the strange twilight as well worth 
seeing. He said, it would be curious to know the 
effect, if they could get to the Pole itself, though 
it must be impossible : the veins, he should suppose, 
would burst, and the vessel itself go to pieces &om 
the extreme cold. I asked if he had ever read an 
aecoont of twelve men who had been left all llie 
winter in Greenland, and of the dreadftd shifts to 
which they were reduced ? He said, he had not.-~ 
They were obliged to build two booths of wood 
one within the other; and if they had to go into the 
outer one during the severity of the weather, unless 
they used great precaution, their hands were blistered 
by whatever they took hold of as if it had been red- 
hot iron. The most interesting part was the account 
of their waiting for the return of light at the approach 



^ 



CONTEItSATIOVt. 187 

of spring, and the delight with which they fint saw 
the sunshiniiig on the tops of the fixmn mountains. 
N— said, *^ This is the great advantage of descrip- 
tions of extraordinary situations by iminformed men : 
Nature as it were holds the pen for them ; they give 
you what is most striking in the circumstances, and 
there is nothing to draw off the attention from the 
strong and actual impression, so that it is the next 
thing to the reality. Gr^— was here the other day, 
and I showed him the note from my booksdler 
ibout the Fables^ with whidi you were so much 
pleased, but he saw nothing in it. I then said G — is 
not one of those who look attentively at nature or 
draw much from that source. Yet the rest is but like 
building casdes in the air, if it is not founded in 
Observation and experience. Or it is like the en^ 
chanted money in the Arabian Nights, which turned 
to dry leaves when you came to make use of it. It 
is ingenious and amusing, and so far it is well to be 
amused when you can ; but you learn nothing from 
the fine hypothesis you have been reading, which is 
imly a better sort of dream, bright and vague and 
utterly inapphcable to the purposes of common life. 
G — does not appeal to nature, but to artandexeco- 
tion. There ia another thing (which it seems harsh 
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and presumptuous to say, but) he appears to me not 
always to perceive the difference between right and 
wrong. There are many others in the same predi- 
cament, though not such splendid examples of it. ■ 
He is satisfied to make out a plausible case,* to give 
the TproH and cons like a lawyer ; but he has no 
instinctive bias or feeling one way or other, except 
as he can give a studied reason for it. Common 
sense is out of the question: such people despise 
common sense, and the quarrel between them is a 
mutual one. Caleb Williams, notwithstanding, is a 
decidedly original work : the rest are the sweepings of 
his study. That is but one thing, to be sure ; but no' 
one does more than one thing. Northcotesaid that 
Sir Joshua used to say that no one produced more 
than six original things. I always said it was wrong 
to fix upon this number — ^five out of the six would 
be found upon examination to be repetitions of the 
first. A man can no more produce six original • 
works than he can be six individuals at once. 
Whatever is the strong and prevaiKng bent of his 
genius, he will stamp upon some master-work ; and 
what he does else, will be only the same thing over 
again, a little better or a little worse ; or if he goes 
out of his way in search of variety and to avoid- 
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himselfy he will merely become a common-place man 
or an imitator of others. You see this plainly enough 
in Cervantes — that he has exhausted himself in the 
Don Quixote. He has put his whole strength into 
it: his other works are no better than what other 
people could write. If there is any exception, it is 
Shakspeare : he seems to have had the faculty of 
dividing himself into a number of persons. His 
writings stand out from every thing else, and from 
one another. Othello, Lear, Macbeth, Falstaff are 
striking and original characters; but they die a 
natural death at the end of the fifth act, and no 
more come to life again than the people themselves 
would. He is not reduced to repeat himself or 
revive former inventions under feigned names. This 
is peculiar to him : still it is to be considered that 
plays are short works and only allow room for the 
expression of a part. But in a work of the extent 
of Don Quixote, the writer had scope to bring in 
all he wanted; and indeed there is no point of 
excellence which he has not touched from the high- 
est courtly grace and most romantic enthusiasm 
down to the lowest ribaldry and rustic ignorance, 
^yet carried off with such an air that you wish 
nothing away, and do not see what can be added 
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to it. Every bit is perfect; and tlie sathor has 
evidently given his whole mind to it. That is 
why I believe that the Scotch Naoeb are -the 
production of several hands. Some parts are care* 
less, others straggling: it is only. where there is 
an opening for effect that the master-hand comes in^ 
and in general he leaves his work for others to get 
on with it. But in Don Quixote there is not m 
single line that you may not swear belongs to Cer- 
vantes.^ — ^I inquired if he had read Woodstock ? 
He answered, No» he had not been aUe to get it. 
I said, I had beat obliged to pay five shillings fer 
the loan of it at a r^ular bookseller'^s shop (I conld 
not procure it at the circulating libraries), and that 
from the understood feeling about Sir Walter no 
objection was made to this proposal,, which would 
in ordinary cases have been construed into an affiont. 
I had well nigh repented my bargain, but there 
were one or two scenes that repaid me (though none 
equal to his best,) and in general it was very indiffer- 
ent. The plot turned chiefly on Enghsh Ghost- 
scenes, a very mechanical sort of phantoms who 
dealt in practical jokes and personal annoyances, 
turning beds up-side down and sousing you all over 
with water, instead of supernatural and .visionary 
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horrors. It was Tery bad indeed, but might be 
intended to contrast the literal, matter-of-fiiet ima- 
gination of the Southron with the loftier i^pulsea 
of Highland superstition. Charles II. was not 
spared^ and was brought in admirably (when in 
disguise) as a raw, awkward Scotch lad. Master 
Kemeguy. Cromwell was made a fine, bluff, over- 
bearing blackguard, who exercised a personal supe- 
riority wherever he came, but was put in situations 
which I thought wholly put of character, and for 
which I apprdiended there was no warrant in the 
history of the times. They were therefore so 
fitr improper. A r(Hnance-writer might take an 
incident and work it out according to his fancy 
or might build an imaginary superstructure on 
the groimd of history, but he had no. right to 
transpose the &cts. For instance, he had made 
Cromwell act as his own tip-staff and go to 
Woodstock to take Charles II. in person* To 
be sure, he had made him display considerable firm- 
ness and courage in the execution of this errand 
(as Lavender might in being the first to enter a 
window to secure a desperate robber)*— but the plan 
itself, to say lnothing of the immediate danger, was 
contrary to CromwelTs dignity as well as policy. 
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Jnstead of wishing to s^e Charles with his own 
hand, he would naturally keep as far aloof from 
such a scene as he could, and be desirous to have 
it understood that he was anxious to shed as little 
more blood as possible. Besides, he had higher 
objects in view, and would, I should think, care not 
much more about Charles than about Master Eeme- 
guy. He would be glad to let him get away. In 
another place, he had made Cromwell start back in 
•the utmost terror at seeing a picture of Charles I. 
and act all the phrenzy of Macbeth over again at 
the sight of Banquo^s ghost. This I should also 
suppose to be quite out of character in a person of 
CromwelFs prosaic, determined habits to fear a 
painted devil. " No,^ said N — , " that is not the 
way he would look at it ; it is seeing only a part : 
but Cromwell was a greater philosopher than to 
act so. The other story is more probable of his 
visiting the dead body of Charles in a mask, and 
exclaiming in great agitation as he left the room. 
Cruel necessity ! "^ Yet even this is not sufficiently 
authenticated. No; he knew that it was come to 
thi^, that it was gone too far for either party to 
turn back, and that it must be final with one of 
them. The only question was whether he should 
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give himself up as the victim, and so render all that 
had been done useless, or exact the penalty from 
what he thought the offending party. It was like 
a battle which must end fatally either way, and no 
one thought of lamenting, because he was not on 
the losing side. In a great public quarrel there 
was no room for these domestic and personal re- 
gards : all you had to do was to condder well the 
justice of the cause, before you appealed to the 
sword. Would Charles I. if he had been victo- 
rious, have started at the sight of a picture of 
Cromwell ? Yet Cromwell was as much of a man 
as he, and as firm as the other was obstinate.'** 
Northcote said, he wished he CQuld remember the 
subject of a dispute he had with 6— to see if I did 
not think he had the best of it. I replied, I should 
be more curious to hear something in which 6 — was 
right, for he generally made it a rule to be in the 
wrong in speaking of any thing. I mentioned 
having once had a very smart debate with him 
about a young lady, of whom I had been speaking 
as very*much like her aunt, a celebrated authoress, 
and as what the latter, I conceived, might have been 

at her time of life. G— said, when Miss • 

did any thing like Evelina or Cecilia, he should 

X 
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then beliere she was as deyer as Madame d^Arbky. 
I asked him whether he did not think Miss Buiney 
was as clever before she wrote those novek as she 
was after ; or whether, in general an author wrote a 
successful work, for being clever, or was clever be- 
cause he had written a successfiil work ? Korthcote 
.laughed and said, '^ That was i^o like G — .'*'' I ob- 
served that it arose out of his bigoted admiration of 
literature, so that he could see no merit in any 
thing else ; nor trust to any evidence of talent but 
what was printed. It was much the same fiiUacy 
that had sometimes struck me in the divines, who 
deduced ori^nal sin from Adams's eating the apple, 
and not his eating the apple from original sin or a 
previous inclination to do something, that he should 
not. Northcote remarked, that speaking of Evelina 
put him in mind of what Opie had once told him, 
that when Dr. Johnson sat to him for his picture, 
on his first coming to town, he asked him if it was 
true that he had sat up all night to read Miss 
Bumey's new novel, as it had been reported ? And 
he made answer, ^^ I never read it through at all, 
though I donH wish this to be known/^ Sir Joshua 
also pretended to have read it through at a sitting, 
though it appeared to him (Northcote) affectation 
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in them both, who irere thorough-paced men of the 
world, and hackneyed in literature, to pretend to be 
so delighted with the performance of a giil, in which 
thej loould £nd neither instruction nor any great 

« 

amnsement, emsept from the partiality of friendship. 
So Johnson cried np Savage, because they had 
slept on bulks when they were yonng ; and lest he 
should be degraded into a Tagabond by ihe asso- 
ciation, had derated the other into a genius. Such 
prevarication tir tampering with his own oonvio- 
dons was not consistent with the strict and formal 
tone of morality which h^ assumed on other and 
sometimes very trifling occasions, such as correcting 
Mrs. Thrale £ai saying that a bird flew in at the 
door, instead of the window: I said, Savi^e, in my 
mind, was one 4yf those writexs (like Chatterton) 
whode vices attd misfortunes the World made a sei" 
oj^to their genius, because glad to connect these 
ideas together. They were only severe upon those 
who attadced their prejucKces or their c(«sequence. 
Northoote replied, '' Savage the architect was here 
the other day, and asked me why I had abused his 
name-sake, and called him an impostor. I answered, 
I had heard that character of him fiwi aperson in an 
obscure rank of hfe, who had Imown him a little be* 

xs 
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fore Mb death.'^ Northcoteproceeded : << People in that 
class are better judges than poets and moralists, who 
explain away every thing by fine words and doubtful 
theories. The mob are generally right in their sum* 
mary judgments upon offenders. A man is seldom 
ducked or piunped upon or roughly handled by 
them, unless he has deserved it. You see that in 
the galleries at the play-house. They never let any 
thing pass that is immoral ; and they are even fasti- 
dious judges of wit. I remember there was some 
gross expression in Goldsmith^'s comedy the first 
night it came out ; and there was a great uproar in 
the gallery, and it was obliged to be suppressed. 
Though rude and vulgar themselves, they do not 
like vulgarity on the stage ; they come there to be 
taught manners.'^^ I said, they paid more attention 
than any body else ; and after the curtain drew up 
(though somewhat noisy before) were the best-be- 
haved part of the audience, imless something went 
wrong. As the common people sought for refine- 
ment as a treat, people in high life were fond of 
grossness and ribaldry as a relief to their over-strained 
affectation of gentility. I could account in no other 
way for their being amused with the metchedslang 
in certain magazines and newspapers. I asked 
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Northcote if he had seen the third series of r ? 

He had not. I sidd they were like the composition of 
a footman, and I believed greatly admired in the upper 
cirdes, who were glad to ^see an author arrange a 
side-board for them over again with servile alacrity. 
He said^ " They delight in low, coarse buffoonery, 
because it sets off their own superiority : whereas 
the rabble resent it when obtruded upon them, be- 
cause they think it is meant against themselves. 
They require the utmost elegance and propriety for 
their money : as the showman says in Goldsmith^s 
comedy — * My bear dances to none but the gen- 
teelest of tunes. Water parted from the Sea, or the 
jninuet in Ariadne P ^ 

Northcote then alluded to a new novel he h^ 
been reading. He said he never read a book so full 
of words ; which seemed ridiculous enough to say, for 
a book was necessarily composed of words, but here 
there was nothing else but words, to a degree tha 
was surprising. Yet he beUeved it was sought after, 
and indeed he could not get it at the common li- 
brary. *' You are to consider, ^here must be books 
for all tastes and all ages. You may despise it, but 
the world do not. There' are books for children till 
the time they are six years of age, such as Jack- 
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the-Giant-kiDer, the Seven Cliainpioiis of Chnsten- 
dom, Guy <^ Warwick and others.* From that to 
twelve thej like to read the Pilgrinf s Progress and 
Bobinaon Crusoe, and then Fielding's Novds and 
Don Quixote : firom twenty to thirty books of poetiyj 
Milton, Pope, Shakspeare : and £rom thirty history 
and philosophy — ^what suits us then will serve us for 
the rest of our lives. For boardii^-school girls 
ThomwrCs Seasons has an immense attraction, 
though I never could read it. Some people cannot 
get beyond a newspaper or a geographical dictionary. 
What I mean to infer is that we ought not to con* 
dernn too hastily, for a work may be approved by 
the public, though it does not exactly hit our ta^e ; 
nay, those may seem beauties to others which seem 
&ults to us. Why else do we pride ourselves on the 
superiority of our judgment, if we are not more 
advanced in this respect than the majority of readers? 
But our very fitstidiousness should teach us tolera- 
tion. You have said very well of this novel, that 
it is a mixture of genteel and romantic affectation. 
One objection to the excessive rhodomontade which 
abounds in it is that you can learn nothing from 
such extravagant fictions: — ^they are like nothing 

* See a paper on this subject in the Tatleb. 
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in the known world. I remember once speaking to 
Richardson (Sheridan^s friend) about Shakspeare^s 
want of morality, and he replied — ^ What ! Shaks- 
peare not moral ? He is the most moral of all 
writers, because he is the most natinral !^ And in 
this he was right : for though Shakspeare did not 
intend to be moral, yet he could not be otherwise as 
long as he adhered to the path of nature. Morality 
only teaches us our duty by shewing us the natural 
consequences of our actions ; and the poet does the 
same while he continues to give us faithful and af- 
fecting i»ctures of human life — ^rewarding the good 
and punishing the bad. So far truth and virtue are 
one. But that kind of poetry which has not its 
foundation in nature, and is only calculated to shock 
aqd surprise, tends to unhinge our notions of mo* 
rality and of every thing else in the ordinary course 
of Providence." 

Something being said of an artist who had at- 
tempted to revive the great style in our times, and 
the question bdng put, whether Michad Angelo 
and Raphael, had they lived now, would not have 
accommodated themselves to the modem practice, 
I said, it appeared to me that (whether this was the 
case or not) they could not have done what they 
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did irithout the aid of circumstances ; that for an 
artbt to raise himself ahove all surrounding opi- 
nions, customs, and institutions by a mere effort of 
the will, was affectation and folly, like attempting 
to fly in the air ; and that, though great genius 
might exist without the opportunities favourable to 
its development, yet it must draw its nourishment 
from circumstances, and suck in inspiration from its 
native air. There was Hogarth — he was surely a 
genius ; still the manners of his age were necessary 
to him : teeming as his works were with life, cha- 
racter, and spirit, they would have been poor and 
vapid without the night-cellars of St. Giles'^s, the 
drawing-rooms of St. James'^s ! Would he in any 
drcumstabces have been a Raphael or a Phidias ? 
I think not. But had he been twenty times a Ra- 
phael or a Phidias, I am quite sure it would never 
have appeared in the circumstances in which he was 
placed. Two things are necessary to all great 
works and great excellence, the mind of the indivi- 
dual and the mind of the age or country co-operat- 
ing with his olim genius. The last brings out the 
first, but the first does not imply or supersede th^ 
last. Pictures for Protestant churches are a contra* 
diction in terms, where they are not objects of wor- 
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diip but of idle curiosity :— where there is not the 
adoratioii, the enthusiasm in the spectator, how can 
it exist in the artist ? The spark of genius is only 
kindled into a flame by sympathy. — ^Northcote 
spoke highly of Vanbrugh and of the calm supeiio* 
Jtty with which he bore the attacks of Swift, Pope, 
and that set who made a point of decrying all who 
did not belong to their party. He said Burke and 
Sir Joshua thought his architecture fiir from con* 
temptible ; and his comedies were certainly first-rate. 
Richards (the scene-painter) had told him, the play- 
ers thought the Provoked Husband the best acting 
play on the stage ; and Godwin said the City- Wives* 
Confederacy (taken from an indifferent French phty) 
was the best written one. I ventured to add, that the 
Trip to Scarborough (altered but not improved by 
Sheridan) was not inferior to either of the others* 
I should doubt whether the direction given at Sir 
Tunbelly'^s castle on the arrival of Young Fashion 
— << Let loose the grey-hound, and lock up Miss 
Hoyden !^— -would be in Sheridan'^s version, who, 
like most of his coimtrymen, had a prodigious am* 
bition of elegance. Northcote observed, that talk* 
ing of this put him in mind of a droll speech that 
was made when the officers got up a play on board 

X3 
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the vessel that went lately to find out the North- 
West passage: — one of the sailors, who was ad- 
miring the performance^ and saying how dever it 
was, was interrupted by the boatswain, who ex- 
claimed—^'^ Clever ! did you say ? I call it philo^ 
aapky, by G— di^ He asked, if he had ever men- 
tioned to me that anecdote of Lord Mansfield, 
who, when an old woman was brought before 
him as a witch, and was charged, among other 
improbable things, with walking through the 
«r, attended coolly to the evidence, and then 
dismissed the complaint by saying, '^ My opinion 
is that this good woman be suffered to return 
h(»ne, and whether she shall do diis, walking on 
the ground or riding through the air, must "be 
left entirely to her own pleasmre, for there is 
nothing contrary to the lavs of England in 
cither !^\ I mentioned a veiy fine dancer at 
the Opera (Mademoiselle Brocard) with whom 
I was much ddighted; and Northcote observed 
that where there was grace and beauty accom- 
panying the bodily movements, it was very^ hard ta 
deny the mental refinement or the merit of this art. 
He could not see why Aat which was so difficult 
ta ioy and whidi gave so mudb pleasure to otbersy 
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was to be despised. He remembered seeing some 
young people at FKrma (though merely in a 
country-dance) exhibit a degree of perfection in 
their movements that seemed to be inspired by the 
very genius of grace and gaiety. Miss Reynolds 
used to say that perfection was much the same in 
every thing — nobody could assign the limits. I 
said authors alone were privileged (o suppose that 
all excellence was confined to words. Till I was 
twenty I thought there was nothing in the world 
but books : when I began to paint I found there 
were two things, both difficult to do and worth 
doing ; and I concluded from that time there might 
be fifty. At least I was willing to allow every one 
his own choice. I recollect a certain poet saying 
<^ he should like^ to hamstring those fellows at the 
Opera'' — I suppose because the Great would rather 
see them dance than read Kehama, Whatever can 
be done in such a manner that you can fancy a 
God to do it, must have something in its nature 
divine. The ancients had assigned Gods to danc- 
ing as well as to music and poetry, to the different 
attributes and perfections both of body and mind ; 
and perhaps the plurality of the heathen deities 
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was &youiable to a liberality of taste and opinioii. 
Nobthcote: <<The most wretched scribbler looks 
down upon the greatest painter as a mere me- 
chanic : but who would compare Lord Byron with 
Titian ?^ 
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I went to Northcote in the evening to consult 
about his Fables. He was downstairs in the par- 
lour, and talked much as usual : but the difference 
of the accompaniments, the sitting down, the prepa* 
rations for tea, the carpet and furniture, and a little 
&t lap-dog interfered with old associations and took 
something from the charm of his conversation. He 
spoke of a Mr. Laird who had been employed to see 
his Life of Sir Joshua through the press, and whom 
he went to call upon in an upper story in Peterbo- 
rough-court, FleeUstreet, wherehewassiUTounded by 
his books, his implements of writing, a hand-organ, 
and his coffee-pots ; and he said he envied him this 
retreat more than any palace he had ever happened 
to enter. Northcote was not very well, and repeated 
his complaints. I said I thought the air (now 
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summer was coming on) would do him more good 
than physic. His apothecary had been describing 
the dissection of the elephant, which had just been 
lolled at Exeter ^Change* It appeared that instead 
*of the oil which usually is found in the joints of 
animals, the interstices were in this case filled up 
with a substance resembling a kind of white paint. 
This Northcote considered as a curious instance of 
the wise contrivance of nature in the adaptation of 
means to ends ; for even in pieces of artificial me- 
chanism, though they use oil to lubricate the springs 
and wheels of clocks and other common-sized 
instruments, yet in very large and heavy ones, such 
as steam-engines, &c. they are obliged to use grease^ 
jj^tch, and other more solid substances, to prevent, 
the friction. If they could dissect a flea, what a 
fine, evanescent fluid would be found to lubricate 
its slender joints and assist its light movements I 
Northcote said the bookseller wished to keep the 
ori^nal copy of the Fabtea to bind up as ^ literary 
curiofflty. I objected to this proceeding as unfair.. 
There were several slips of the pen and sloveDlinessea 
of style (for which I did not think him at all accaunt-. 
able, since an artist wrote with his left hand, and 
painted with his ri^t) and I didnot see why these 
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aecidental inadvertenceSj arismg from diffidence 
and want of practice, should be as it were en- 
shrined and brought against him. He said, <^ Mr* 

P H tasked me the hardest in what I \rt:ote 

in the Artist. He pointed out where I was wrong, 
and sent it back to me to correct it. After all, what I 
did there was thought the best !^^ I said Mr. H — 
was too fastidious, and spoiled what he did from a wish 
to have it perfect. He dreaded that a shadow of ob- 
jection should be brought against any thing he 
advanced, so that his opinions at last amounted to a 
kind of genteel truisms. One must risk something 
in order to do any thing. I observed that this was 
remarkable in so clever a man ; but it seemed as if 
Aere were some fatahty by which the most lively 
and whimsical writers, if they, went out of their own 
eccentric path and attempted to be serious, became 
exceedingly grave and even insipid. His farces 
were certainly very spirited and original : No Sokg . 
170 SuFPEB was the first play I had ever seen, and 
I felt grateful to him for this. Northcote agreed 
that it was very delightful ; and said there was a 
▼olume of it wh^i he first read it to them one night 
at Mrs. Rundle^s, and that the players cut it down 
a good deal and suited a number (^things. There 
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was a great piece of work to alter the songs for 
Madame Storace, who played in it and who could 
not pronounce half the English terminations. Mr 
Gbandmotheb, too, was a laughable idea, very 
ingeniously executed ; and some of the songs in this 
had an equal portion of elegance and drollery, such 
as that in particular-^ 

For alas ! long before I was bora^ 
My fair one had died of old age ! 

Still some of his warmest admirers were hurt at their 
being farces — ^if they had been comedies, they would 
have been satisfied, for nothing could be greater 
than their success. They were the next to O'Keefe's, 
who in that line was the English Moliere. 

Northcote asked if I remembered the bringing out 
of any of CKeefe^s ? I answered. No. He said 
^^ It had the oddest effect imaginable — at one mo« 
ment they seemed on the point of being damned, and 
the next moment you were convulsed with laughter. 
Edwin was inimitable in some of them. He was 
one of those actors, it is true, who carried a great 
deal off the stage with him, that he would willingly 
have left behind, and so far could not help himself. 
But his awkward, shambling figure in Bowkitt the 
dancing-master, was enough to make one die with 
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laughing. He was also unriyalled in Lingo, where 
he was admurably supported by Mrs. Wells m 
Cowslip, when she prefers ^a roast duck^ to aU the 
birds in the Heathen Mythology — and in Peeping 
Tom, where he merely puts his head out, the faces 
that he made threw the audience into a roar.""^ I 
said, I remembered no fiirther back than B ■ , 
who used so delight me excessively in Lenitive in 
the Prize, when I was a boy. Northcote said, he 
was an imitator of Edwin, but at a considerable 
distance. He was a good-natured, agreeable man ; 
and the audience were delighted with him, because 
he was evidently delighted with them. In some 
respects he was a caricaturist: for instance, in 
Lenitive he stuck his pigtail on end, which he 
had no right to do, for no one had ever done it but 
himself. I said Liston appeared to me to have more 
comic humour than any one in my time, though 
he was not properly an actor. Northcote asked 
if he was not low-spirited ; and told the story (I 
suspect an old one) of his consulting a physician on 
the state of his health, who recommended him to go 
and see Liston. I said he was grave and prosing, 
but I did not know there was any .thing the matter 
with him, though I had seen him walking along the 



■ 

street the other day with his fiice as fixed as if he 
had a lock-jaw, a book in his hand, looking neither 
to the right nor the left, and very much like his 
own Lord Duberly. I did not see why he and 
Matthews should both of them be so kipped, except 
firom their having the player's melancholy , arising 
fiom their not seeing six hundred faces on the broad 
grin before them at all other times as well as when 
they were acting. He was, however, exceedingly 
unaffected, and remarkably* candid in judging of 
other actors. He always spoke in the highest terms. 
of Munden, whom I considered as overdoing his 
parts.'*' Northcote said, '^ Munden was excelleiit but 
an artificial actor. You should have seen Weston,''^ 
he Continued. ^,^It was impossible, firom looking 
at him, for any one to say that he was acting. You 
would suppose they had gone out and found the 
actual character they wanted, and brought him upon 
the stage without his knowing it. Even when they 
interrupted him with peals of laughter and ap- 
plause, he looked about him as if he was not at all 
conscious <^ having any thing to do with it, and then 

* The same praise may be extended to Matthews. Those 
who have seen this ingenious and lively actor only on the 
atage^ do not know half his merits. 
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went on as be&re. In Scrub, Dr. Last, and other 
parts of that kind, he was perfection itsel£ Garrick 
would never attempt Abel Drugger after him. 
There was something peculiar in his £stce ; for I 
knew an old school-fellow of his who told me he 
used to produce the same efiect when a boy, and 
when the master asked what was the matter, his 
companions would make answer — ^^ Weston looked 
at me. Sir r Yet he came out in tragedy, as indeed 
they all did ! Northcote inquired if I had seen 
Garrick? I answered, "No — I could not very 
well, as he died the same year I was bom V* I 
mentioned having lately met with a striking in- 
stance of genealogical taste in a &mily, the grand- 
fiither of which thought nothing c^ Garrick, the 
father thought nothing of Mrs. Siddons, and the 
daughter could make nothing of the Scotch Novds, 
but admired Mr. Theodore Hook'^s " Sayings aki> 
Doings ! ^ 

Northcote then returned to the subject of his 
book and said, " Sir Richard Phillips once wished 
me to do a very magnificent work indeed on the 
subject of art. He was like Curll, who had a 
number of fine title-pages, if any one could have 
written books to answer to them. He came here 
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once with Godwin to shew me a picture which the]r 
had just diBCoveied of Chaucer, and which was to 
embellish Godwin'^s Life of him. I told them it 
was certainly no picture of Chaucer, nor was any 
such picture painted at that time.*" I said, Godwin 
had got a portrait about a year ago which he wished 
me to suppose was a likeness of President Brad- 
shaw : I saw no reason for his thinking so, but that 
in that case it would be worth a hundred pounds to 
him ! Northcote expressed a curiosity to have seen 
it, as he knew the descendants of the family at Ply->> 
mouth. He remembered one of them, an old lady 
of the name of Wilcox j who used to walk about in 
Gibson VField near the town, so prim and starched, 
holding up her fan spread out like a peacock''s tail 
with such an air, on account of her supposed rela- 
tionship to one of the Regicides ! They paid, how- 
ever (in the vulgar opinion) for this, distinction ; 
for others of them bled to death at the nose, or died 
of the bursting of a blood-vessel, which their wise 
neighbours did not fail to consider as a judgmen 
upon them. 

Speaking of Dr. M , he said, he had such a 

feeling of beauty in his heart, that it made angels 
of every one around him. To check a person 
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who was running on against another, he once said, 
^< You should not speak in that manner, for you 
lead me to suppose you have the bad qualities you 
are 80 prone to dwell upon in others."*^ — A transition 
was here made to Lord Byron, who used to tell a story 
of a little red-haired girl, who, when countesses and 
ladies of fashion were leaving the room where he was 
in crowds (to cut him after his quarrel with his wife) 
stopped short near a table against which he was 
leaning, gave him a familiar nod, and said, ^^ You 
should have married fncy and then this would not 
have happened to ydu r A question being started 
whether Dr. M was handsome, Northcote an- 
swered, << I could see no beauty in him as to his 
outward person, but there was an angelic sweetness 
of disposition that spread its influence over his 
whole conversation and manner. He had not wit, 
but a fine romantic enthusiasm which deceived him- 
self, and enchanted others. I remember once his 
describing a picture by Rosa de Tivoli (at Saltram) 
of Two Bulls Jighting^ and he gave such an ac- 
count of their rage and manner of tearing up the 
ground that I could not rest till we went over to 
see it — ^when we came there, it was nothing but a 
coarse daub like what might be expected from the 
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punter : but he had made the rest oat of a vivid 
imagination. So my father txAd him a story of a 
bull-bait he had sem in which the bull had run 80 
furiously at the dog that he broke the chain and 
pitched upon his head and was killed. Soon after, 
he came and told us the same story as an incident 
he himself had witnessed. He did not mean to 
deceive, but the image had made such an impres- 
sion on his fiincy, that he believed it to be one that 
he had himself beai an eye-witness o£^ I was 
much amused with this account and I offered to get 
him a copy of a whimsical production, of which a new 
edition had been printed. I also recommended to 
him the Spanish Rogue^ as a fine mixture of droU 
lery and grave moralizing. He spoke of LassariUo 
de Tormes and o£ the Cheats of Scapin, the la^ 
of which he rated rather low. The work was written 
by Scarron, whose widow, the famous Madame de 
Maintenon, afterwards became mistress to Louis 
XIV. 



PART THE SECOND. 



CONVERSATION THE SIXTEENTH. 



N. — That is your diffidence, which I catft 
help thinking you carry too far. , For any one of 
real strength, you are the humblest person I ever 
knew. 

H. — It is owing to pride. 

N. — You deny you have invention too. But 
it is want of practice. Your ideas run on before 
your executive power. It is a common case. There 
was Ramsay, of whom Sir Joshua used to say that 
he was the most sensible among all the painters of 
his time ; but he has left little to show it. His 
manner was dry and timid. He stopped short in 
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the middle of his work, because he knew exactly 
how much it wanted. Now and then we find hints 
and sketches which show what he might have been, 
if his hand had been equal to his conceptions. I 
have seen a picture of his of the Queen, soon after 
she was married — a profile, and slightly done ; but 
it was a paragon of elegance. She had a fan in her 
hand : Lord ! how she held that fiui ! It was weak 
in execution and ordinary in features— all I can say 
of it is, that it was the fiurthest possible removed firom 
every thing like vulgarity. A professor might de* 
spise it ; but in the mental part, I have never seen 
any thing of Vandyke^s equal to it I could have 

looked at it forever. I showed «it to J n; 

and he, I bdieve, came into my <^yhiion of it I 
don^t know where it is now; but I saw in it enough 
to convince me that Sir Joshua was right in what 
he said of Ramsay'^s great superiority. His own 
picture of the King, which is at the Academy, is a 
finer composition and Aows greater boldness and 
mastery of hand ; but I should find it difficult to 
produce any thing of Sir Joshua^s that convqrs an 
idea of mmre grace and delicacy than the ont I have 
mentioned. Beynolds would have fini^ed it better : 
the other was afiraid of i^iling what he had doney 
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and so left it a mere outline. He vas frightened 
before he was hurt. 

H. — ^Taste and eyen gemns is but a misfortune, 
without a correspondent degree of manual dexterity 
or power of language to make it manifest. 

N. — W ■ < ■ was here the other day. I believe 
you met him going out. He came, he said, to ask 
me about the £imous people of the last age, John- 
Bon, Burke, be. (as I was almost the only person 
left who remembered them), and was cnrious to know 
what figure Sir Walter Scott would have made 
among them. 

H.^->That is so like a North-Briton — ^' to make 
assurance doubly sure,^^ and to procure a signature 
to an acknowledged reputation as if it were a receipt 
ibr the delivery oi a bale of goods. 

N. — I told him it was not for me to pronounce 
up6n such men as Sir Walter Scott : they came be* 
fore another tribunal. They were of that height that 
they were seen by all the world, and must stand or 
&11 by the verdict of posterity. It signified little 
what any individual thought in such cases, it being 
equally an impertinence to set one^s self against or 
to add one^a testimony to the public voice ; but as 
ftr as I could judge, I told him, that Sir Walter 

L 2 
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would liave stood his ground in any company : nei- 
ther Burke noT Johnson noT any of their admirers 

• 

would have been disposed or able to set aside hispre- 
tensions. These men were not looked upon in their 
day as they are at present: Johnson had his Xexi- 
phanesy and Goldsmith was laughed at — ^their 
merits were to the full as much called in question, 
nay, more so, than those of the Author of Waverley 
have ever been, who has been singularly fortunate 
in himself or in Kghtiug upon a barren age: but 
because their names have since become established, 
and as it were sacred, we think they were always so ; 
and W— * wanted me, as a competent witness and 
as haviug seen both parties, to affix the same seal 
to his countryman'^s reputation, which it is not in 
the power of the whole of the present generation to 
do, much less of any single person in it. No, we 
must wait for this ! Time alone can give the final 
stamp : no living reputation can ever be of the same 
value or quality as posthumous &me. We must 
throw lofty objects to a distance m order to judge of 
them : if we are standing close under the Monu« 
ment, it looks higher than St. Paul'^s. Posterity 
has this advantage over us — ^not that they are really 
wiser, but they see the proportions better firom 
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being'placed fxirther off. For instance, I liked Sir 
Walter, because he had an easy, unaffected manner, 
and was ready to converse on all subjects alike. He 

was not like your friends, the L poets, who 

talk about nothing but their own poetry. If, on the 
contrary, he had been stiff and pedantic, I should, 
perhaps, have been inclined to think less highly of 
the author from not liking the man ; so that we can 
never judge fairly of menu's abilities till we are no 
longer liable to come in contact with their persons. 
Friends are as little to be trusted as enemies : favour 
or prejudice makes the votes in either case more or 
less suspected ; though ^' the vital signs that a name 
shall live^^ are in some instances so strong, that we 
can hardly refuse to put faith in them, and I thmk 
this is one. I was much pleased with Sir Walter, 
and I believe he expressed a favourable opinion of 
me. I said to him, <^ I admire the way in which 
you begin your novels. You set out so abruptly, 
that you quite surprise me. I canH at all tell what^a 
coming.'" — "NoI'Vsays Sir Walter, "nor I nei- 
ther.*" I then told him, that when I first read 
Waverley^ I said it was no novel : nobody could in* 
vent like that. Either he had heard the story related 
by one of the surviving parties, or he had found 
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the materials in a mamiscript concealed in some old 
chest: to which he replied, << Yod^re not so fiuront 
of the way in thinting so.'** You don't knoit 
him, do you? He'^d be a pattern to you. Oh 1 
he has a very fine manner. You would leazn to 
rob off some of your asperities. But you admixe 
him, I beUeYe. 

H. — ^Yes ; on this dde of idolatry and Toryism. 

N. — ^That is your prejudice. 

H. — ^Nay, it rather shows my liberality, if I am & 
devoted enthusiast, notwithstanding. There are two 
things I admire in Sir Walter, his capacity and his 
simplicity ; which iadeed I am apt to think are much 
thesame. The more ideas a man has of other thii^s^ 
the less he is taken up with the idea of himfielf.. 
Every one gives the same account €£ the author ot 
Waverlejf in this respect. When he was ia Paris^ 
and went to Galignani's, be sat down in. an outer 
room to look at some book he wanted to see : none 
of the clerks had the least suspicion who it was: 
when it was found out, the place was in a commotion. 
Cooper, the American, was in Paris at the same 
time: his looks and manner seemed to announeea 
much greater man. He strutted through the street? 
with a very consequential air ; and in company held 
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up his bead, screwed iip his features, and placed 
himself on a sort of pedestal to be observed and ad- 
mired, as if he never relaxed in the a8sumpti<« nor 
wished it to be forgotten by others, that he was the 
American Sir Walter Scott The real one nevar 
troubled himself about the matter. Why should 
he P He might safely leave that question to others. 
Indeed, by what I am told, he carries his indif- 
ference too &r : it amounts to an implied contempt 
for the public, and misprision of treason agamst 
the common-wealth of letters. He thinks nothing 
of his works, although ^^ all Europe rings with them 
from side to side.^^ — If so, he has been severdy 
punished for his infirmity. 

N. — Though you do not know Sir Walter 
Scott, I think I have heard you say you have 
seen him. 

H. — Yes, he put me in mind of Cobbett, with 
his florid face and scarlet gown, which were just like 
the other^s red face and scatlet waistcoat. The one 
is like an English farmer, the other like a Scotch 
laird. Both are large, robust men, with great 
strength and composure of features; but I saw 
nothing of the ideal character in the romance- 

L 
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writer, any more than I looked for it in the poli- 
tician. 

N.^— Indeed ! But you have a vast opinion 
of Cobbett too, haven^t you ? Oh ! he^s a giant ! 
He has such prodigious strength; he tears up a 
subject by the roots. Did you ever read his 
Grammar ? Or see his attack on Mrs. — — — ? 
It was like a hawk pouncing on a wren. I should 
be terribly afraid to get into his hands. And then 
his homely, familiar way of writing — ^it is not 
from necessity or vidgarity, but to show his con- 
tempt for aristocratic pride and arrogance. He 
only has a kitchen-garden ; he could have a flower- 
garden too if he chose. Peter Pindar said his style 
was like the Horse-Guards, only one story above 
the ground, while Junius^s had all the airy elegance 
of Whitehall : but he could raise his style just as 
high as he pleased; though he does not want to 
sacrifice strength to elegance. He knows better 
what he is about. 

H. — I don'^t think heUl set up for a fine gentle- 
man in a hurry, though he has for a Member of 
Parliament ; and I fancy he would make no better 
figure in the one than the other. He appeared to 
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me, when I once saw him, exactly what I expected: 
in Sir Walter I looked in vain for a million of fine 
things ! I could only explain it to myself in this way^ 
that there was a degree of capacity in thathugedouhle 
forehead of his, that superseded all effort, made every 
thing come intuitively and almost mechanically, as if 
it were merely transcribing what was already written, 
and by the very facility with which the highest beauty 
and excellence was produced, lefl few traces of it in 
the expression of the countenance, and hardly any 
sense of it in the mind of the author. Expression 
only comes into the face as we are at a loss for 
words, or have a difficulty in bringing forward our 
ideas ; but we may repeat the finest things by rote 
without any change of look or manner. It is only 
when the powers are tasked, when the moulds of 
thought are fiill, that the effect or the wear-tmd- 
tear of the jnini appears on the sur&ce. So, in 
general, writers of the greatest imagination and 
range of ideas, and who might be said to have all 
nature obedient to their call, seem to have been 
most careless of their fame and regardless of their 
works. They treat their productions not as chil- 
dren, but as " bastards of their art ;'*^ whereas those 

L3 
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who are more confined in their scope of intellect and 
wedded to some one theory or predominant fancy» 
have been found to feel a proportionable fondness 
for the ofikpring of their brain, and have thus ex« 
cited a deeper interest in it in the minds of others* 
We set a value on things as they have cost us 
dear: the very limitation of our faculties or ex* 
dusiveness of our feelings compels us to concentrate 
all our enthusiasm on a favourite subject ; and 
strange as it may sound, in order to inspire a per- 
fect sympathy in others or to form a school, men 
must themselves be egotists! Milton has had 
fewer readers and admirers, but I suspect more de« 
voted and bigotted ones, than ever Shakspeare had:. 
Sir Walter Scott has attracted more universal atten- 
tion than any writer of our time, but you may speak 
against him with less danger of making personal 
oiemies than if you attack Lord Byron. Even 
Wordsworth has half a dozen followers, who set him 
up above every body else from a common idiosyn^ 
crasy of feeling and the singleness of the elements 
of which his excellence is composed. Before we 
can take an author entirely to our bosoms, he must 
be ano^ther self; aiid he cannot be this, if he is 



<^ BOt one) but all mankmd's epttome.''^ It was this 
whtdi gave such acn effect to Rausseau'^s writii^, 
thaX he stamped hk own character and the image ef 
hk .sc]£-lo?e on the puhlie mind — there k is, and 
tl^re it win remain in spite of every thing. Had 
he possess^ more comprehension of thought or 
feeling, it would only have diverted him frota his 
object. But it was the excess of his egotism and 
his utter blindness to every thing else, that found a 
corresponding sympathy in the conscious feelings of 
every human breast, and shattered to pieces the 
pride of rank and circumstance by the pride of iir- 
tenml worth or upstart pretension. When Rousseau 
stood behmd the chair of the mast^ of the chateau 
of , and smiled to hear the company dispute 

about the meaning of the motto of the arms of the 
fioBiIy, wbidh he alone kneir, and stumbled as he 
handed the glass of wine to his young mistress, 
and &iicied she coloured at being waited upon 1^ 
80 learned & young footman — then was first kindled 
that spark which can never be quenched, then was 
fooaed the germ of that strong conviction of the 
dispari^ between the badge on his shoulder and 
the aspratkms of hit soul — the determination, in 
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short, that extenial utuation and advantages are 
but the mask, and that the mind is the man-*armed 
with which, impenetrable, incorrigible, he went forth 
conquering and to conquer, and overthrew the mo- 
narchy of France and the hierarchies, of the earth. 
Till then, birth and wealth and power were all in 
all, though but the frame-work or crust that en- 
velopes the man ; and what there was in the man 
himself was never asked, or was scorned and forgot. 
And while all was dark and grovelling within, while 
knowledge either did not exist or wa^js confined to a 
few, while material power and advantages were eveiy 
thing, this was naturally to be expected. But with 
the increase and diffiision of knowledge, this state of 
things must sooner or. later cease; and Rousseau 
was the first who held the torch (lighted at the 
never-dyiDg fire in his own bosom) to the hidden 
chambers of the mind of man — ^iike another Pro* 
metheus, breathed into his nostrils the breath of a 
tiew and intellectual life, enraging the Gods of the 
earth, and made him feel what is due to himself and 
his fellows. Before, physical force was every thing : 
henceforward, inind, thought, feeling was a new 
element — a fourth estate in society. What ! shall 
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a man have read Dante and Ariosto, and be none 
the better for it ? Shall he be still judged of only 
by his coat, the number of his servants in livery, 
the house over his head ? While poverty meant 
ignorance, that was necessarily the case; but the 
world of books overturns the world of things, and 
establishes a new balance of power and scale of 
estimation. Shall we think only rank and pedigree 
divine, when we have music, poetry, and painting 
within us? Tdt ! we have read Old Mortality; 
and shall it be asked whether we have done so in a 
garret or a palace, in a carriage or on foot ? . Or 
knowing them, shall we not revere the mighty heirs 
of fame, and respect ourselves for knowing and 
honouring them ? This is the true march of in- 
tellect, and not the erection of Mechanics* Instu 
tutumsj or the printing of twopenny trashy accord- 
ing to my notion of the matter, though I have 
nothing to say against them neither. 

N. — I thought you never would have done; 
however, you have come to the ground at last. 
After this rhapsody, I must inform you . that 
Rousseau is a character more detestable to me than 
I have power of language to express : — an aristocrat 
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fiUed ivith all their wont idcei , pride, jmtJticn, 
oonceit and gross affectation: and though endow^ 
with some MiBUjy yet not sufficient eyer to make 
him know right from wrong : witness his norel of 
EloUa. His name brings to my mind all the 
gloomy hoRorB ^S a mob-goyemment, which ai^ 
tempted firom their ignonmce to banish truth and 
justice firom the world. I see you place Sir Waket 
above Lord Byron. The question is not wUdi 
Veeps longest on the wing, but which soars highest: 
and I cannot help thinking there are essences in 
Lord Byron that are not to be surpassed. He is 
on a par with Dryden. All the other modem 
poets appear to me vulgar in the comparison. As 
a lady who comes here said, there is such an air of 
nobility in what he writes. Then there is such a 
power in the style, expressions almost like Shak« 
speare — ^* And looked round on them with theit 
iVolJUh eyes." 

H. — ^The espressicm is in Sbiakspeare, somewhere 
mLear. 

K. — The line I repeated is in Don Juan. I do 
not mean to vindicate the inunoiality or misan- 
thropy in that poem^ — periups his lameness was to 
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blame foor this defect— but surely no one can deny 
the foroe, the spirit of it ; and there is such a fund 
of drollery mixed up with the serious part* Nobody 
understood the tragi-comedy of poetry so vell^ 
People find fault with this mixture in general, be- 
cause it is not well managed ; there is a comic story 
and a tragic story going on at the same time, without 
their having any thing to do with one another. But 
in Lord. Byron they are brought togethei;, just as 
they are in nature. In like manner, if you go 
to an execution at the very moment when the crimi- 
nal is going to be turned off, and all eyes are fixed 
upon him, an old apple-woman and her stall are 
overturned, and all the spectators fall a-laughing. 
In real life the most ludicrous incidents border on 
the most a^cting and shocking. How fine that i^ 
of the cask of butter in the storm ! Some critics 
have objected to it as turning the wh(de into bur-* 
lesque ; on the contrary, it is that which stamps the 
character of the scene more than any thing else. 
What did the people in the boat care about the 
rainbow, which he has described in such vivid co« 
louts; or even about their fellow-passengers who were 
thrown overboard, when they only wanted to eat 



232 ME. KOETHCOTE^S 

them ? No, it was the loss of the firkm of butter 
that affected them more than all the rest ; and it is 
the mention of this circumstance that adds a har* 
dened levity and a sort of ghastly horror to the 
scene. It shows the master-hand— there is such a 
boldness and sagacity and superiority to ordinary 
rules in it ! I agree, however, in your admiration 
of the Waverley I^ovels : they are very fine. As I 
told the author, he and Cervantes have raised the 
idea of human nature, not as Richardson has at- 
tempted, by affectation and a false varnish, but by 
bringing out what there is really fine in it imder a 
cloud of disadvantages. Have you seen the last ? 

H.— No. 

N. — There is a character of a common smith or ar- 
mourer in it, which, in spite of a number of weak- 
nesses and in the mostludicrous situations, is made 
quite heroical by the tenderness and humanity it 
displays. It is his best, but I had not read it when 
I saw him. No; all that can be said against Sir Walter 
is, that he has never made a whole. There is an 
infinite number of delightfol incidents and cha- 
racters, but they are disjointed and scattered. This 
is one of Fielding^s merits : his novels are regular 
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compositions, with what the ancients called a be- 
ginningj a middle j and an end: every drcum-. 
stance is foreseen and provided for, and the con- 
clusion of the story turns round as it were to meet 
the beginning. Gil Bias is very clever, but it is 
only a succession of chapters. Tom Jones is a 
masterpiece, as &r as regards the conduct of the 
fable. 

H. — Do you know the reason ? Fielding had a 
hooked nose, the long chin. It is that introverted 
physiognomy that binds and concentrates. 

N. — But Sir Walter has not a hooked nose, but 
one that denotes kindness and ingenuity. Mrs. 
Abington had the pug-nose, who was the perfection 
of comic arcjmess and vivacity : a hooked nose is 
my aversion. 
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CONVERSATION THE SEVENTEENTH. 



N.~^I sometimes get into scrapes that way by 
contradicting people before I have well considered 
the subject, and I often wonder how I get out of 
them so well as I do. I remember once meeting 

with Sir ^ who was talking about Milton; 

and as I have a natural aversion to a coxcomb, I 
differed from what he said, without being at all 
prepared with any arguments in support of my 
opinion. 

H. — But you had time enough to think of them 
afterwards. 

N. — I got through with it somehow or other. It 
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18 the Tery nsk you run in such cases that puts you 
on the alert and gives you spirit to extricate your* 
self firom it. If you had full leisure to deliberate 
mA to make out your de&nce beforehand you 
perh^s could not do it so well as on the spur of the 
cecmoia. The suiprise and flutter of the animal 
qpirits gives the alarm to any little wit we possesst 
and puts it into a state of immediate requisition* 

H.— Besides, it is always easiest to defend a para- 
dox or an opinion you don^t care seriously about 
I would sooner (as a matter of choice) take the 
wrong side than the right in any argument. If you 
have a thorough conviction on any point and good 
grounds for it, you have studied it long, and the 
zealreasons have sunk into the mind; so that what you 
can recal of them at a sudden pinchj se^&s unsatis> 

factory and disproportionate to the confidence of 
your belief and to the magisterial tone you are £s^ 
posed to assume. Even truth is a matter of habit 
and prafesstnrship. Reascm and knowledge, when at 
th^ height, return into a kind of instinct. We 
undorstand the grammar of a foreign language best, 
though Me do not speak it so well. But if you take up 
an opinion at a venture, then you lay hold of what^ 
everexcBsecomeswithin your reach, insteadofsearck- 



836 Mft« NOETHCOTE^S 

ing about for and bewildering yourself with the true 
reasons ; and the odds are that the aiguments thus 
got up are as good as those opposed to them. In 
fiict, the more sophistical and superfidal an objec- 
tion to a received or well-considered opinion is, the 
more we are staggered and teazed by it ; and the 
next thing is to lose our temper, when we become 
an easy prey to a cool and di^genuous adversary. 
I would much rather (as the safest side) insist on 
Milton^s pedantry than on his sublimity, supposing 
I were not in the company of very good judges. A 
single stiff or obscure line would outweigh a whole 
book of solemn grandeur in the mere flippant en- 
counter of the wits, and, in general, the truth and 
justice of the cause you espouse is rather an incum- 
brance than an assistance ; or it is like heavy armour 
which few have strength to wield. Any thing short 
of complete triumph on the right side is defeat : 
any hole picked or flaw detected in an argument 
which we are holding earnestly and conscientiously, 
is suiBdent to raise the laugh against us. This is 
the greatest advantage which folly and knavery 
have. We are not satisfied to be right, unless we 
can prove others to be quite wrong ; and as all the 
world would be thought to have some reason on 



COKTERSATIONS. 237 

their side, they are glad of any loop-hole or pretext 
to escape from the dogmatism and tyranny we would 
set up over them. Absolute submission requires 
absolute proofs. Without some such drawback, the 
world might become too wise and too good, at least 
according to every man^s private prescription. In 
this sense ridicule i8 the test of truth ; that is, the 
levity and indifference on one side balances the for* 
mality and presumption on the other. 

N. — ^Home Tooke used to play with his anta-* 
gonists in the way you speak of. He constantly 
threw Fuseliinto a rage and made him a laughing- 
stock, by asking him to explain the commonest 
things, and often what Fuseli understood much 
better thaii he did. But in general, I think it is 
less an indifference to truth than the fear of finding 
yourself in the wrong, that carries you through 
when you take up any opinion from caprice or the 
spirit of contradiction. Danger almost always pro- 
duces courage and presence of mind. The faculties 
are called forth with the occasion. You see men 
of very ordinary characters, placed in extraordinary 
circumstances, act like men of capacity. The late 
King of France was thought weak and imbecile, till 
he was thrown into the most trying situations ; and 
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then he shewed sense and eren doquenoe which 
no one had ever suipected. Events supplied the 
wantof gemos and energy; the external impressions 
were so strong, that the dullest or most inddoBt 
most have been ronsed by them. Indeed the wise 
man is perhaps more liable to err in such extreme 
cases by setting up his own preconceptions and sel£' 
will against circumstances, than the commoti-pfaos 
character who yields to necessity and is passive 
under existing exigencies. It is this which makes 
kings and ministers equal to their situations. They 
may be very poor creatures in themselves ; but the 
hnportanoe of the part they have to act and thl& 
magnitude of their responsibility inspire them with 
a factitious and official elevation of view. Few 
people are found totally unfit fbr high station, and 
it is lucky that it is so. Perhaps men of genius and 
imagination are the least adapted to get into the 
state go-cart; Buonaparte, we see, with all his 
talent, only drove to the devil. When Richard II. 
was quite a youth, and he went to suppress the 
rebellion of Wat Tyler in Smithfield, and the latter 
was killed, his followers drew their bows and were 
about to take vengeance on the young king, when he 
stepped forward and said that "now as their leader 
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wms ^ad, he would be theb leader/^ This instantiy 
disarmed their xage, aid they recdved hha with 
acclamations. He had no other coarse left; the 
peril he was in made him see his place of safety. 
Courage has a wonderful effect : this makes mad 
people so terrible, that they have no fear. Even 
wild beasts or amdb (which is much the same thing) 
wiU hardly dare to attack you if you show no fear €£ 
them. I have heard Lord Exmouth (Sir Edward 
Pellew) say that once when he was out with his 
ship at sea and there was a mutiny on board andno 
chance of escape, he learned (from a spy he had 
among them) the moment when the ring-leaders were 
assembled and about to execute their deagn of 
putting the captain and all the officers to death, 
when taking a pstol in each hand, he went down 
into the cock-pt into the midst of them ; and threat- 
ening to shoot the first man that stirred, took them 
every one prisoners. If hehad betrayed the least fear 
oranyof them had raised a hand, he must hiave been 
instantly sacrificed. But he was bolder than any 
individual in the group, and by this circumstance 
had the ascendancy over the whole pot together. A 
similar act of courage is rdated of Peter the Great, 
who singly entered the haunt of some conspiratorBy 
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and striking down the leader with a Uow on the 
ftce, spread consternation amongst the assasans, 
who were terrified by his fearlessness. 

(A book of prints was broughi in, containing 

Views of Edinburgh,) 

N. — It is curious to what perfection these things 
are brought, and how cheap they are. It is that 
which makes them sell and ensures the fortune of 
those who publish them. Great fortunes are made 
out of small profits, which allow all the world to 
become purchasers. That is the reason the Col- 
losseum will hardly answer. There never was an 
example of an exhibition in England answering at 
a crown a-piece. People look twice at their money 
before they will part with it, if it be more than they 
arc accustomed to pay. It becomes a question, and 
perhaps a few stragglers go ; whereas they ought to 
go in a stream and as" a matter of course. If 
people have to pay a little more than usual, though 
a mere trifle, they consider it in the light of an 
imposition, and resent it as such ; if the price be a 
little under the mark, they think they have saved 
so much money, and snap at it as a bargain. The 
publishers of the work on Edinburgh are the same 
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-who brought ont the Views of London ; and it it 
said, the success of that undertaking enabled them 

to buy up Lackington^s business. E the 

architect, I am told, suggested the plan, but de- 
clined a share that was offered him in it, because 
he said nothing that he had been engaged in had 
tvet succeeded. The event would not belie the 
notion of his own ill-luck. It is singular on what 
slight turns good or ill fortune ^^pends. Lack- 
ington (I understood from the person who 
brought the Edinburgh Views here) died worth 
near half a million: nobody could tell how he 
had made it. At thirty he was not worth a shil- 
ling. The great diiBculty is in the first hundred 
pounds. 

H. — It is sympathy with the mass of mankind, 
and finding out from yourself what it is they want 
and must have. 

N. — It seems a good deal owing to the most 
minute circumstances. A difference of sixpence in 
the price will make all the difference in the sale of 
a book. Sometimes a work lies on the shelf for a 
time, and then runs like wild-fire. There was 
Drelincotirt on Deaths which is a fortune in itself; 
it hung oh hand ; nobodp read it, till Defoe put 

M 
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a ghosUstory into it, and it has been a 8tock4)ook 
ever since. It is the same in prints. A catching 
subject or name will make one thing an universal 
favourite, while another of ten times the merit is, 
never noticed. I have known this happen to myself 
in more than one instance. This is the provoking 
part in W ■ 1 and some other painters, who, 
taking advantage of the externals and acddents of 
their art, have run away with nearly all the popu- 
larity of their time. Jack T— — was here the 
other day to say that W and his friends com- 
plained bitt^ly of the thin^ I said about him. I 
replied that I had only spoken of him as an artist, 
which I was at liberty to do ; and that if he were 
ofTended, I would recommend to him to read the 
story of Charles II. and the Duchess of Cleve- 
land, who came to the king with a complaint, that 
whenever she met Nell Gwyn in the street, the 
latter put her head out of the coach and made 
mouths at her. " Well then," says Charles ll- 
^^ the next time you meet Nelly and she repeats 
the offence, do you make mouths at her again ! '*" 
So if Mr. W ^I is hurt at my saying things of him, 

all he has to do is to say things of me in return. 

« 

H. — I confess, I never liked W 1 . It was 
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(One of the errors of my youth that I did not think 
him equal to Raphael and Rubens united, as Payne 
Knight contended; and I have fought many a 
battle with numbers (if not odds) against me on 
that point. 

N. — Then you must have the satisfaction of 
seeing a change of opinion at present. 

H. — Pardon me, I have not that satisfaction ; I 
have only a double annoyance &om it. It is no 
consolation to me that an individual was over-rated 
by the folly of the public formerly, and that he 
suffers from their injustice and fickleness at present. 
It is no satisfaction to me that poor I ^g is re- 
duced to his primitive congregation, and that the 
stream of coronet-coaches no longer rolls down 
Holbom or Oxford-street to his chapel. They 
ought never to have done so, or they ought to 
continue to do so. The world (whatever in their 
petulance and profligacy they may think) have no 
right to intoxicate poor human nature with the full 
tide of popular applause, and then to drive it to 
despair for the want of it. There are no words to 
express the cruelty, the weakness, the shamelesis- 
ness of such conduct, which resembles that of the 
Uttle girl who dresses up her doU in the most extra* 

M 2 
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▼agant finery, and tlien in mere wantonness strips 
it naked to its wool and Ints of wood again— with 
this dijBference tliat the doll has no feeling, whereas 
the world^s idols are wholly sensitive. 

{Of some one who preferred appearances io 

realities.) 

N.— I can understand the character, because it 
is exactly the reverse of what I should do and feel. 
It is like dressing out of one^s sphere, or any other 
species of affectation and imposture. I cannot 
bear to be taken for any thing but what I am. It 
is like what the country-people call << having a 
halfpenny head and a farthing tail.'" That is what 
makes me mad when people sometimes come and 
pay their court to me by saying—- '< Bless me ! 
how sagacious you look ! What a penetrating 
countenance !^' No, I say, that is but the title* 
page — ^what is there in the book ? Your dwelling 
so much on the exterior seems to imply that the 
inside does not correspond to it. Don'^t let me look 
wise and be foolish, but let me be wise though I am 
taken for a fool ! Any thing else is quackery : it 
is as if there was no real excellence in the world, 
but in opinion. I used to blame Sir Joshua for 
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this : he sometimes wanted to get CoUina^s earth, 
bat did not like to have it known. Then there 
were certain oils that he made a great fttss and 
mystery about. I have sud to myself, surely there 
is something deeper and nobler in the art that does 
not depend on all this trick and handicraft. Give 
Titian and a common painter the same materials 
and tools to work with, and then see the difference 
between them. This is all that is worth contending 
for. If Sir Joshua had had no other advantage 
liian the using Collinses earth and some particular 
sect of megUp^we should not now have been talking 

about him. When W was here the other day, 

he asked about Mengs and his school ; and when 
I told him what I thought, he said, ^^ Is that your 
own opinion, or did you take it from Sir Joshua P^' 
I answered, that if I admired Sir Joshua, it was 
because there was something congenial in our 
tastes, and not because I was his pupil. I saw 
his faults, and differed with him often enough. If 
I have any bias, it is the other way, to take fancies 
into my head and run into singularity and cavils. 
In what I said to you about Ramsay^s picture o^ 
the Queen, for instance, I don^t know that any one 

r 

ever fliought so before, or that any one else would 
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agree with me. It might be set down as mere 
whim and caprice ; but I canH help it, if it id so. 
AH I know is, that such is my feeling about it, 
which I can no more part with than I can part with 
my own existence. It is the same in other things, 
as in music. There was an awkward composer at 
the Opera many years ago, of the name of Bocca- 
relli ; what he did was stupid enough in general, 
but I remember he sung an air one day at Cosway's^ 
which they said Shield had transferred into the 
Fliich of Bacon. I cannot describe the effect it 
had upon me — ^it seemed as if it wound into my 
very soul — I would give any thing to hear it sung 
again. So I could have listened to Dignum'^s sing- 
iog the lines out of Shakspeare — '^ Come unto 
these yellow sands, and then take hands^ — ^a hun- 
dred times over. But I am not sure that othiera 
would be affected in the same manner by it : there 
may be some quaint association of ideas in the 
case. But at least, if I am wrong, the folly is my 
own. 

H. — There is no danger of the sort, except from 
affectation, which I am sure is not your case. All 
the real taste and feeling in the world is made up 
of what people take in their heads in this manner. 
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Even if you were riglit only once in five times in 
these hazardous experiments and shrewd guesses, 
that would be a fifth part of the truth ; whereas, if 
you merely repeated after others by rote or waited 
to have all the world on your side, there could be 
absolutely nothing gained at alL If any one had 
come in and had expressed the same idea of Ram- 
8ay*s portrait of the Queen, this would doubtless be 
a confirmation of your opinion, like two persons 

finding out a likeness; but suppose W had 

gone away with your opinion in his pocket, and had 
spread it about everywhere what a fine painter 
Ramsay was, I do not see how this would have 
strengthened your conclusion; nay, perhaps the 
people whom he got as converts would entirely mis- 
take the meaning, and come to you with the very 
reverse of what you had said as a prodigious dis- 
covery. This is the way in which these unanimous 
verdicts are commonly obtained. You might say 
that Ramsay was not a fine painter, but a man of 
real genius. The world, not comprehending the 
distinction, would merely come to the gross con- 
clusion, that he was both one and the other. Thus 
even truth is vulgarly debased into common-place 
and nonsense. So that it is not simply as Mr. 
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Locke obsenred*-^^ That there are ndt fio many 
wrong opinions in the world as is generally ima- 
ginedy for most people have no opinion at all, but 
take up with those of others or with mere hearsay 
and echoes ;"" but these echoes are often false ones and 
no more like the original idea than the rhyming echo^ 
in Hudibras or than Slender^s Mum and Budget. 

N. — ^But donH you think the contrary extreme 
would be just as bad, if every one set up to judge 
for himself and every question was split into an 
endless variety of opinions ? 

H.-^I do not see that thia would follow. If 
persons who are sincere and free to inquire dif^ 
widely on any subject, it is because it is beyond 
their reach, and there is no satisfactory evidence 
one way or the other. Supposing a thing to be 
doubtful, why should it not be left so ? But men^g 
passions and interests, when brought into play, are 
most tenacious on those points where their under- 
standings afford them least light Those doctrines 
are established which need propping up, as men 
place beams against falling houses. It does not 
require an act of parliament to persuade mathema^ 
ticians to agree with Euclid, or painters to admire 
Raphael. 
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N. — ^And don^t you tldnk this the best rule for 
the rest of the world to go by ? 

H. — Yes ; but not if the doctors themselves 
differed : then it would be necessary to clench the 
nail with a few smart strokes of bigotry and 
intolerance. What admits of proof, men agree in, 
if they have no interest to the contrary ; what 
they differ about in spite of all that can be said^ is 
matter of taste or conjecture. 
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CONVERSATION THE EIGHTEENTH. 



N. — Opie, I remember, used to argue, that 
there were as many different sorts of taste as genius. 
He said, '^ If I am engaged in a picture, and en- 
deavour to do it according to the suggestions of my 
employers, I do not understand exactly what they 
want, nor they what I can do, and I please no 
one : but if I do it according to my own notions, X 
belong to a class, and if I am able to satisfy my- 
self, I please that class.*^^ You did not know Opie? 
You would have admired him greatly. I do not 
speak of him as an artist, but as a man of sense and 
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observation. He paid me the compliment of saying, 
^^ that we should have been the best friends in the 
world, if we had not been rivals.'" I think he had 
more of this feeling than I had ; perhaps, because I 
had most vanity. We sometimes got into foolish 
altercations. I recollect once in particular, at a 
banker^s in the city, we took up the whole of din< 
ner-time with a ridiculous controversy about Milton 
and Shakspeare ; I am sure we neither of us had 
the least notion which was right — and when I was 
heartily ashamed of it, a foolish citizen who was 
present, added to my concision by saying—** Lord I 
What would I give to hear two such men as you 
talk every day !^ This quite humbled me : I was 
ready to sink with vexation : I could have resolved 
never to open my mouth again. But I can^t help 
thmking W — - was wrong in supposing I borrow 
every thing from others. It is not my character. I 
never could learn my lesson at school. My copy 
was hardly legible ; but if there was a prize to be 
obtained or my father was to see it, then I could 
write a very fine hand with all the usual flourishes. 
What I know of history (and something about he- 
raldry) has been gathered up when I had to enquire 
into the subject for a picture : if it had been set 
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me as a taak, I should have forgotten it immediately. 
In the same way, when Boydell came and proposed 
a subject for a picture to me, and pointed out the 
capabilities, I always siud I could make nothing of 
it : but as soon as he was gone and I was left to 
myself, the whole then seemed to unfold itself na- 
turally. I never could study the rules of composi- 
tion or make sketches and drawings beforehand; 
in this, probably running into the opposite error to 
that of the modem Italian pamters, whom Fuseli 
reproaches with spending their whole lives in prepa- 
ration. I must begin at once or I can do nothing. 
When I set about the "Wat Tyler,'' I was 
frightened at it : it was the largest work I had ever 
undertaken: there were to be horses and armour 
and buUdings and several groups in it : when I 
looked at it, the canvas seemed ready to fall upon 
me. But I had ciDmmitted myself and could not 
escape ; disgrace was behind me — and every step I 
made in advance, was so much positively gained. 
If I had staid to make a number of designs and 
try different experiments, I never should have had 
the courage to go on. Half the things that people 
do not succeed in, are through fear of making the 
attempt. Like the recruit in Farquhar's comedy, 
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you grow wondrous bold, when you have once taken 
" list-money."" When you must do a thing, you 
feel in some measiire that you can do it. You 
have only to commit yourself beyond retreat. It 
is like the soldier going into battle or a player first 
appearing on the stage — ^the worst is over when 
they arrive upon the scene of action. 

H. — I found nearly the same thing that you de- 
scribe when I first began to write for the newsi^ 
papers. I had not till then been in the habit of 
writing at all, or had been a long time about it ; but 
I perceived that with the necessity, the fluency 
came. Something I did, took ; and I was called 
upon to do a number of things all at once. I was 
in the middle of the stream, and must sink or swim. 
I had, for instance, often a theatrical criticism to 
write after midnight, which appeared the next morn- 
ing. There was no fault found with it-^at least, it 
was as good as if I had had to do it for a weekly 
paper. I only did it at once, and recollected all I 
had to say on the spot, because I could not put it off 
for three days, when perhaps I should have for- 
gotten the best part of it. Besides, when one is 
pressed for time^ one saves it. I might set down 
nearly all I had to say in my mind, while the play 
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was going on. I know I did not feel at a 
loss for matter — the difficulty was to compress 
and write it out fast enough. When you are 
tied to time, you can come to time. I conceive in 
like manner more wonder is expressed at extempore 
speaking, than it is entitled to. Not to mention 
that the same well-known topics continually recur, 
and that the speakers may con their eostem- 
pore speeches over before-hand and merely wateh 
their opportunity to slide them in dexterously into 
the g^nd procession of the debate : a man when 
once on his legs miLst say somethings and this is the 
utmost that a public speaker generally says. If he 
has any thing good to say, he can recollect it just 
as well at once as in a weeFs literary leisure, as well 
standing up as sitting down, except from habit. We 
are not surprised at a mane's telling us his thoughts 
across *a table : why should we be so at his doing 
the same thing, when mounted on one P But he 
excites more attention: that gives him a double 
motive. A man'^s getting up to make a speech in 
public will not give him a command of words or 
thoughts if he is without them ; but he may be 
delivered of all the brilliancy or wisdom he actually 
possesses, in a longer or a shorter space, according 
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to the occasion. The drcnmstance of the time is 
optional ; necessity, if it be not the mother of in. 
vention, supplies us with the memoiy of all we 
know. 

N — {after a pause)— There is no end of the bi- 
gotry and prejudice in the world ; one can only shrug 
one's shoulders and submit to it. Have you seen 
the copies they have got down at the club-house 
in Pall-mall of the groups of horses from the Elgin 
marbles ? Lord ! how inferior they are to Bubens's I 
So stiff, and poor, and dry, compared to his mag- 
nificent spirit and bold luxuriance I I should not 
know them to be horses ; they are as much like 
any thing else. I was at Sommet-house the other 
day. They talk of the Dutch pamters ; why, 
there are pictures there of interiors and other sub- 
jects of famiUar life, that throw all the boasted 
chef^a^vres of the Dutch school to an immea- 
surable distance. I do not speak of history, which 
has not been fairly tried.; but in all for which there 
has been encouragement, no nation can go beyond 
us. We have resources and a richness of capacity 
equal to any undertaking. 

H.— Do you recollect any i» pa^^iculut that you 
admired at the Exhibition P 
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N.— No, I do not remember the names ; but it 
was a general sense of excellence and truth of 
imitatbn of natural objects. As to lofty history, 
our religion scarcely allows it. The Italians had 
no more genius for painting nor a greater love of 
pictures than we ; but the church was the foster, 
mother of the fine arts ; being the most politic and 
powerful establishment in the world, they laid 
their hands on all that could allure and impress 
the minds of the people — ^music, painting, archi- 
tecture, ceremonies ; and this produced a succession 
of great artists and noble works, till the churches 
were filled, and then they ceased. The genius of 
Italian art was nothing but the genius of Popery. 
God forbid we should purchase Access at the same 
. price ! Every thing at Rome is like a picture—- is 
calculated for show. I remember walking through 
one of the bye-streets near the Vatican, where I 
ipet some procession in which the Pope was ; and 
all at once I saw a number of the most beautiful 
Arabian horses curvetting and throwing out their 
long tails, like a vision or a part of a romance. 
We should here get one or two at most. All our 
holiday pageants, even the Coronation, are low Bar- 
tlemy.fair exhibitions compared with what you see 
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at Rome. And then to see the Pope give the 
benediction at St. Peter^s, raising himsdf up and 
q>reading out his hands in the form of a cross, with 
an eneigy and dignity as if he was giving a blessing 
to the whole world ! No, it is not enough to see 
Popery in order to hate it— it must be felt too. A 
poor man going through one of the narrow streets 
where a similar procession was passing, was fiercely 
attacked by a soldier of the Swiss Guards, and or- 
dered to stand back. The man said he could re- 
tire no further, for he was close against the wall. 
^^ Get back, you and the wall too !^ was the answer 
of haughty servility and mild despotism. It is 
^his spirit peeping out that makes one dread the 
fairest outside appearances; and with this sjarit, 
and the power and determination it implies to 
delude and lead the multitude blindfold with every 
lure to their imagination and their senses, I will 
answer for the production of finer historical and 
scripture-pieces in this country (let us be as &r 
north as we will) than we have yet seen. 

H. — :You do not think, then, that we are natu- 
rally a dry, sour, Protestant set ? Is not the air 
of Ireknd Popish, and that of Scotland Presby- 
terian? 
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N. — No: though you may have it so if yoa 
please. K — has been wanting my two copies of 

, though I do not think he wiU bid high 

enou^ to induce me to part with them. I am in 
this respect like Opie, who had an original by Sir 
Jodiua that he much valued, and he used to say, 
** I don'^t know what I should do in that case, but 
I hope to G-'-d nobody will offer me 500/. for it l'^ 
It is curious, this very picture sold for 500/. the 
other day. So it is that real merit creeps^on, and 
is sure to find its level. The " Holy Family'' sold 
lunong Lord Gwydir's pictures for 1,900/. 

H.— Is that fine ? 

N.— *0h yes ! it's certainly fine. It wants the air 
of history, but it has a rich colour and great sim- 
plicity and innocence. It is not equal to the 
« Snake in the Grass,'' which Mr. Peel gave 1,600 
guineas for. That was his forie : nothing is want* 
ing there. 

A Stranger. — I thought Sir Joshua's colours 
did not stand ? 

N. — That is true of some of them : he tried ex- 
periments, and had no knowledge of chemistry, and 
bought colours of Jews: but I speak of them as 
they came from the easel. As he left them and in< 
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tended them to be, no pictures in the world wonld 
stand by the side of them* Colour seemed to 'exist 
substantively in his mind. You see this still in 
those that have not faded — ^in his latter teorks 
especially, which were also his best ; and this, with 
character and a certain sweetness, must always make 
his works invaluable. You come to this at last — ' 
what you find in any one that you can get nowhere 
else. If you have this about you, you need not be 
afraid of time< Gainsborough had the saving grace 
of originality ; and you cannot put him down for 
that reason. With all their faults, and the evident 
want of an early study and knowledge of the art, 
his pictures fetch more every time they are brought 
to the hammer. I donH know what it was that his 
'< View of the Mall in St. James's Park"" sold for 
not long ago. I remember Mr. P. H. coming to me, 
and saying what an exquisite picture Gainsborough 
had painted of the Park. You would suppose it 
would be stiff and formal with the straight rows of 
trees and people sitting on benches — it is all in 
motion, and in a flutter like a lady's fan. Watteau 

is not half so airy. His picture of young lord — *< 

was a masterpiece — ^there was such a look of natural 
gentility. You must recollect his ^^ Girl feeding 
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pigs : ^ the expression sad truth of nature were 
never surpassed. Sir Joshua was struck with it, 
though he said he ought to have made her a 
beau^. 

H.— Perhaps it was as well to make sure of one 
thing at a time. I remember being once dxiven by 
a shower of nun for shelter into a picture dealer^s 
diop in Oxford-street, where there stood on the 
floor a copy of Gainsborough'^s ^^ Shepherd-boy ^ 
with the thunder-storm coming on. What a truth 
and beauty was there f He stands with his hands 
daspedy looking up with a mixture of timidity and 
resignation, eying a magpie chattering over his 
head, while the wind is rustUng in the branches. 
It was like a vision breathed on the canvas. I 
have been fond of Ghunsborough ever since. 

N. — Oh 1 that was an essence : but it was only a 
copy you saw? The picture was iSner than his 
<* Woodman,^^ which has a little false glitter and 
attempt at theatrical effect ; but the other is inno- 
ceaice itself. Gainsborough was a natural gentle- 
man ; and with all his simplicity he had wit too. 
An eminent counsellor once attempted to puzde 
him on some trial about the originality of a pic- 
ture by saying, << I observe you lay great stress 
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on the phrase, the painter* s eye; what do you mean 
by that ?'^ <* The painter^s eye,^^ answered Gains- 
borough, '^ is to him what the hiwyer^s tongue is to 
you.^ Sir Joshua was not fond of Wilson, and 
said at one of the Academy dinners, <^ Yes, Gains- 
borough is certainly the best landscape-painter of the 
day.^ " No,*' replied Wilson, who overheard him, 
^^ but he is the best portrait-painter.*" This was a 
sufficient testimony in Gainsborough's &youT« 

H.-— He did not make himself agreeable at Buck- 
ingham-house, any more than Sir Joshua, who kept 
a certain distance and wished to appear as a gentle^ 
man ; they wanted a btfffbon whom they might be 
familiar with at first, and insult the moment he 
overstepped the mark, or as soon as they grew tired 
of him. Their favourite must be like pet lap- 
dogs or monkeys. 

N.'-^C went to court the other day afk^r a 

long absence. He was very graciously received, 
notwithstanding. The E — held out his hand for 
him to kiss ; he recollected himself in time to per- 
ceive the object. He was struck with the manner 
in which the great people looked towards the King, 
and the utter insignificance of every thing else; 
<< and then,'' said C , ^^ as soon as they are 
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out of the palace, they get into their carriages, and 
ride oyer you with all the fierceness and insolence 
imaginable."^ West used to say you could tell the 
highest nobility at court by their being the most 
algect. This was policy, for the most powerful 
would be most apt to excite jealousy in the sore- 
reign; and by showing an extreme respect, they 
thought to prevent the possibility of encroachment 
or insult. Garrick complained that when he went 
to read before the court, not a look or a murmur 
testified approbation ; there was a profoimd stillness 
— eveiy one only watched to see what the King 
thought. It was like reading to a set of wax-work 
figures : he who had been accustomed to the ap-. 
plause of thousands, could not bear this assembly 
of mutes. Marchant weq^ to the late King about a 
cameo, who was ofiended at his saying the face 
must be done in full and not as a profile ; ^< then, 
said the patron, << I'll get somebody else to do it. 
Coming out at the door, one of the pages asked the 
artist, " Why do you contradict the K — ? He is 
not used to be contradicted ! ^ This is intelligible 
in an absolute despotism, where the will of the 
sovereign is law, and where he can cut ofi^ your head 
if he pleases; but is it not strange in a free country? 
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H. — It is placing an ordinary mortal on the 
top of a pyramid,' and kneeling at the bottom of 
it to the ^* highest and mightiest."" It is a trick 
of human reason surpassing the grossness pf the 
brute. 
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CONVERSATION THE NINETEENTH. 



H."— Fashion is gentility numing away firom 
vulgarity, and afraid of being overtaken by it. It 
is a sign the two things are not very far asunder. 

N. — Yes ; Mr. — used to say, that just be- 
fore the women in his time left off hoops, they 
looked like bats. Going on from one affectation to 
another, they at last wore them close under their 
arms, so that they resembled wings growing out 
from their shoulders ; and having reached the top 
of the absurdity, they then. threw them aside all 
at once. If long waists are the frtshion one season, 
they are exploded the next; as soon as the court 
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adopts any particular mode, the city follows the ex- 
ample, and as soon as the city takes it up, the 
court lays it down. The whole is caricature and 
masquerade. Nature only is left out ; for that is 
dther common, -or what is fine in it would not al- 
ways be found on the fashionable side of the ques- 
tion. It may be the fashion to paint or not to paint ; 
but if it were the fashion to have a fine complexion, 
many fashionable people must go without one, and 
many unfashionable ones would be at the height of 
it. Deformity is as often the fashion as beauty 
yet the world in general see no other beauty than 
fiishion, and their vanity or interest or complai- 
sance bribes their understanding to disbelieve even 
their senses. If cleanliness is the fashion, then 
cleanliness is admired; if dirt, hair-powder, and 
pomatum are the fashion, then dirt, hair-powder, 
and pomatum are admired just as much, if not 
more, from their being disagreeable. 

H. — The secret is, that fashion is imitating in 
certain things that are in our power and that are 
nearly indifferent in themselves, those who possess 
certain other advantages that are not in our power, 
and which the possessors are as little disposed to 
part with as they are eager to obtrude them upon the 

N 
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nolke of otbers by every external symbol at their 
immediate oootroul. We think the cut of a coat 
fine, because it is worn by a man with ten theusand 
•-year, with afine boose, and a fine carriage: as we 
cannot get the ten thousand a-year^ the house, or. 
die carriage, we get what we c«i — ^the cot of the 
fine gentleman^s coat, and thus are in the fashion. 
But as we get it, he gets rid of it, which shows 
that he cares nothing about it ; but he keeps his 
ten thousand a-year, his fine house, and his fine 
carriage. A rich man wears gold-budcles to show 
that he is rich : a coxcomb gets gilt ones to look 
like the rich man, and as soon as the gold ones proye 
nothing, the rich man leaves them off. So it is 
with all the real advantages that fashionable people 
possess. Say that they have more grace, good 
manners, and refinement than the rabble; but these 
do not change every moment at the nod of fashion. 
Speaking correctly is not proper to one class more 
than another: if the fiishionable, to distmguish 
themselves firom the vulgar, affect a peculiar tone 
or set of phrases, this is mere slang. The differ- 
eace between grace and awkwardness is the same 
one year after another. This is the meaning of 
natural politeness. It is a perception of and 
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Uttaitkm to the feelings of others, which is the 
same thing, whether it is neglected by the Great or 
IMractised by the vulgar. The barrier between re« 
£nement and grossness cannot be arbitrarily effaced. 
Nothing changes but what depends on the shallow 
affectation and assumption of superiority : real.ex^ 
cellence can never become vulgar. So Pope says 
ill his elegant way*— 

Virtue may choose the high or low degree, 
^Tis just the same to virtue and to me; 
Dwell in a monk or light upon a king^ 
She's Btill the same helov'd, contented thing. 
Vice is undone if she forgets her birth, 
And stoops from angels to the dregs of earth. 

Pope^s verse is not admired, because it was once 
the fashion : it will be admired, let the fashion 
change how it will. 

N. — When Sir Joshua Reynolds wanted to learn 
what real grace was, he studied it in the attitudes 
of children^ not in the school of the dancing- 
master, <nr in the empty strut or mawkish langour 
of fashion. A young painter asked me the other 
day whether I thought that Gkudo was not charge- 
able with affectation ? I told him that I thought 
n&ij or in a very trifling degree. I could not deny 
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thai Guido sometiines bordered on and reminded 
me of it ; or that there was that which in any body 
else might be really so, but that in him it seemed 
only an extreme natural gentility. He puts his 
figures into attitudes that are a little too courtly and 
studied, but he probably could not help it. 

H. — ^It was rather the excess of a quality or feel- 
ing in his mind, than the aiming to supply the de- 
fect of one. 

N. — ^Yes; there is no suspicion of what he 
is doing. The odious part of affectation is when 
there is an evident design to impose on you with 
counterfeit pretensions. So in another point that 
might be objected to him, the impropriety of his 
naked figures, no mortal can steer clever of it than 
he does. They may be strictly said to be clothed 
with their own delicacy and beauty. There is the 
** Venus attired by the Graces i*^ what other painter 
durstattemptit PThey aretobeaUbeauties,allnaked; 
yet he has escaped as if by miracle— -none but the 
most mious can find fault with it — ^the very beauty, 
elegance, and grace keep down instead of exciting 
improper ideas. And then again, the '^ Andromeda 
chained to the rock*" — both are, I believe, in the 
drawing-room at Windsor: but there is no possiUe' 
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offence to be taken at them, nothing to ahock the 
most timid or innocent, because there was no particle 
of grossnese in the painter^s mind. I have seen 
pictures by others muffled up to the chin, that 
had twenty times as much vice in them. It is won- 
derfid how the cause is seen in the effect. So we 
find it in Richardson. Clarissa is a story in the 
midst of temptation ; but he congies clear and tri- 
umphant out of that ordeal, because his own ima« 
gination is not contaminated by it. If there had 
been the least hint of an immoral tendency, the 
slightest indication of a wish to inflame the passions, 
it would have been all over with him. The inten< 
tion always will peep out — you do not communicate 
a disease if you are not infected with it yourself. 
Albano'^s nymphs and goddesses seem waiting for 
admirers : Guido'^s are protected with a veil of in- 
nocence and modedty. Titian would have given 
them an air of Venetian courtesans : Raphael would 
have made them look something more than mortal: 
neither would have done what Guido has effected, 
who has conquered the difficulty by the pure force 
of feminine softness and delicacy. 

H.^-I am glad to hear you speak so of Guido. 
I was beginning, before I went abroad, to have a 



37V MX. VOKTHCOTX^S 



^ metkii^ oomempt'** Soft bim as inaipid and mono-^ 
toiious, fiom seeing the same everlastbg repetitk«a 
cf Cieopatras and Madonnas : but I Tetnmed a con^ 
Tert to bis merits. I saw many indiiferent pettBOS 
attributed to great masters; but wbeveTer I sav * 
Guido, I found elegance and beauty that answered 
to the ^ sihrer^ sound of his name* The waA 
VcftB on a round of names ; and it is a great poii^ 
gained not to have one of these snatdied^ficom us 
by a sight of their works. As to the display of the 
naked figure in works of art, the case to me seeam 
dear : it is only when th^ e is nothing but the nidced 
%ure that it is offensive. In proportion as the 
beauty or perfection of the imitadcm rises, the in* 
decency vanishes. You look at it then with an eye 
to art, just as the anatomist examines the human 
%ure with a view to science. Other ideas are in* 
troduced. J.- , of Edinburgh, had a iai^e, 

spimwliog Danae hanging over the chimney-piece of 
bis office, where he received Scotch parsons and 
their wives on law-busuiess : lie thought it a triunqpb 
over Fzesbyterian prudexy and prejudice, «id a 
sort of chivabous answer to the imputed barbarism 
of the North* It was certainly a paradox in taste, 
a breach of manners. He asked me if I obji 
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to it because it was naked? '^ No/^ I said, ^^ but 
because it is u^j : you can only have put it thate 
because it is naked, and that atoie shoirs a felaoioua 
intent Had thei^e been either beauty or expression^, 
it would haye eanducted off the objectionaUe part. 
As it is, I don't see how you can answer it to the. 
kirk-sessions."^ 

N. — I remember Sir W, W employed Sic 

Joshua and Dance, who was a very eminent de- 
signer, to <N7iament a mttsic-ro<nn which he had 
built. Sir Joshua (m this occasi(m painted his St. 
Cecilia, which he made very fine at first, but after* 
wards spoiled it ; and Dance chose the subject of 
Orpheus. When I asked Miss Beyndbdswhat she 
thought of it, she said she had no doubt of its be- 
ing dever and well done, but that it looked ^^ like 
a naked man.'*" This answer was conclusive against 
it ; for if the inspiration of the character had been 
{^vai, you would have orarlooked the want of 
ck>the6. The nakedness only strikes and ofl^ida 
the eye in the barrenness of other matter. It is the 
same in the drama. Mere crossness <x ribaldry is 
intoIeraUe ; but you oftra find in the old comedy 
that the wit ttid ingenuity (as well as custom) car- 
ry off what otherwise could not be borne. The 
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Iftughter prevents the blush. So an expression seems 
gross in one person'^s mouth, which in another passes 
off with perfect innocence. The reason is, there is 
something in the manner that gives a quite different 
construction to what is said. Have you seen the 
Alcidesy the two foreigners who perform such pro- 
digious feats of strength at the theatre, but with 
very little clothing on ? They say the people hardly 
know what to make of it. They should not be too 
sure that this is any proof of their taste or virtue. 

H. — ^I recollect a remark of Coleridge^s on the 
conclusion of the story of Paul and Virginia by 
Bemardin St. Pierre. Just before the shipwreck, and 
when nothing else can save the heroine from perish- 
ing, an athletic figure comes forward stripped, but 
with perfect respect, and offers to swim with her to 
the shore ; but instead of accepting his proposal, she 
turns away with affected alarm. This, Coleridge 
said, was a proof of the prevailing tone of French 
depravity, and not of virgin innocence. A really 
modest girl in such circumstances would not have 
thought of any scruple. 

N.— It is the want of imagination or of an insight 
into nature in ordinary writers ; they do not know 
bow to place themselves in the situations they de- 
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scribe. Whatever feeling or passion is uppermost^ 
fills the mind and drives out every other. If you 
were confined in a vault, and thought you saw a 
ghost, you would rush out, though a lion was at the 
entrance. On the other hand, if you were pursued 
by a lion, you would take reAige in a chameLhouse^ 
though it was fiill of spirits, and would disregard the 
dead bones and putrid relics about you. Both pas- 
tions may be equally strong; the question is, which 
is roused first. But it is few who can get to the 
&untain-head,,the secret springs of Nature. Shak« 
speare did it always ; and Sir Walter Scott fre- 
quently. G — says he always was pleased with my 
conversation, before you broached that opinion ; but 
I do not see how that can be, for he always contra* 
^cts and thwarts me. When two people are con« 
stantly crossing one another on the road, they cannot 
be very good company. You agree to what I say, 
and often explain or add to it, which encourages me 
to go on. 

H.— I believe G — is sincere in what he says, 
&T he has firequently expressed the same opnion to 
me. 

N. — That might be so, though he took great 
care not to let me know it. People would often 

N3 
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matt iriUn^ly speak irdl of yoa bdund your back 
dna to your fiice ; tibey aie afiiaid either of abock- 
mg your modesty or gratifying your vanity. That 
▼aa the case with ' w If he ever was stnidk 
irith any thii^ I did, he made a point not to let* 
me see it : he treated it lightly, and said it was 
very welL 

H.— >! do not think G-^^s differing with you was 
any proof of his opinion. Like most authors, he 
has something of the schoolmaster about him, and 
wishes to keqp up an air of Mithority. What you 
say may be very well for a learner ; but he is the 
oracle. You must not set up for yourself; and to 
keep you in due subordination, he catechises and 
contradicts from mere habit 

N.-^Human nature is always the same. It was 
ao with Johnson and Goldsmith. They would allow 
no one to have any merit but themselves. The 
V^ attempt was a piece of presumption, and a 
trespass upon their privileged .rights. I remember 
a poem that came out, and that was sent to Sir 
Joshua: his servant, Ralph, had instructions to 
bring it in just after dinner. Goldsmith presently 
got hold of it, and seemed thrown into a rage be- 
fore he had read a line of it. He then said, <«What 



vietclied stuff is iicre 1 whti g — xsed nosseDse that 
is i ^ sad kept all die while mttking the passage 
with his thumb-nail, as if he would cut them ill 
pieces. At last. Sir Joshua, who was provoked, 
iatezfisred, and said, ^^ Nay, dm^t sfoSL my book, 
howerer.^^ Dr. Johnson looked down on the rest 
of the world as pigmies; he smiled at the very 
idea that any one should set up for a fine writer hut 
himself. They never admitted C as one 

of the set ; Sir Joshua did not invite him to dinner. 
If he had been in the room. Goldsmith would have 
flown out of it as if a dragon had been there. I 
remember Gaxrick once saying, ^^ D — n his dUh-^ 
timit &oe ; his plays would never do if it were not 
£» my patching them up and acting in them.^ 
Another time, he took a poan of C ■ \ 

and read it backwards to turn it into ridicule. Yet 
some of his-pieces keep possession of the stage, so 
that there must be something in them. 

H.-^Peihaps he was later than they, ' and 
they considered him as an interloper on that ac-^ 
count. 

N. — ^No ; there was a prejudice against him : he 
did not somdiow £dl into die train. It was the 
samp with Vanbrugh in Fope^s time. They 
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made a jest of him, and endeavouied to annoy him ^ 
in every possible wqr ; he was a black sheep for no 
reason in the world, except that he was deverer 
thanth^; that is, could build houses and write 
yerses at the same time. They laughed at his ar- 
chitecture ; yet it is certain that it is quite original^ 
and at least a question whether it is not beautiful 
as well as new. He was the first who sunk the 
window-firames within the walls of houses — 'they 
projected before : he did it as a beauty, but it has 
been since adopted by act of parliament to prevent 
fire. Some gentleman was asking me about the 
imposing style of architecture with which Vanbrugfa 
had decorated the top o£ Blenheim-house ; he had 
mistaken the chimneys for an order of architecture^ 
so that what is an eye-sore in all other buildings, 
Vanbrugh has had the art to convert into an orna- 
ment. And then his wit ! Think what a comedy 
is the Provoked Husband! What a scope and 
comprehension in the display of manners from the 
highest to the lowest I It was easier to write an 
epigram on Brother Van than such a play as this. 
I once asked Richards, the scene-painter, who was 
perfectly used to the stage, and acquainted with all 
the actors, what he considered as the best play ia 
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the language? And he answered, without hesi- 
tation. The Journey to London. 

H.^'Lord Foppington is also his, if he wanted 
supporters. He was in the same situation as 
Rousseau with respect to the wits of his time, who 
traces all his misfortunes and the jealousy thi^ 
pursued him through life to the success of the 
Demn du Villctge. He said Diderot and the rest 
could have forgiven his popularity as an author, 
but they could not bear Iiis. writing an opera. 

N. — If you belong to a set, you must either lead 
or follow ; you cannot maintain your independence. 
Beattie did very well with the great folks in my 
time, because he looked up to them, and he excited 
no uneasy sense of competition. Indeed, he ma- 
naged so well that Sir Joshua flattered him 
and his book in return in the most effectual 
manner. In his allegorical portrait of the doctor, he 
introduced the angel of truth chasing away the 
demons of falsehood and impiety, who bore an 
obvious resemblance to Hume and Voltaire. This 
brought out Goldsmith's fine reproof of his friend, 
who said that <^ Sir Joshua might be ashamed of 
debasing a genius like Vcdtaire before a man like 
Beattie, whose works would be forgotten in a few 
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yon, irhile Vohnce*s faae would last finrereri^ 
Sir J. R. took the degign of this pictuie from one 
•f a nmikr subject by Tintoret, now in the Royal 
CoUectkmin Kengrngtou Pilaee. Hesaidhehadnoin* 
taitionafthesort: Hume was abpoadJuickeddmiisy 
igure, not rcty like ; but I know he meant Voltaiie, 
for I saw a Frendh medal of him lying about in the 
xoom. Mis^Beatde also came up with hex husband to 
London. I recollect her asking for ^ahttlepourfer/^ 
in her broad Scotch way. It is like Cibber^s B&&Bg 
Queen Anne at Nottingham whoi he was a boy, 
and all he could remember about her was her 
asking him to give ha ^< a glass of wine and 
water.^ She was an ordinary diaracter, and be- 
longed to the class of good sort of people. So 
the Margravine of Bareutfa describes the Duchess 
of Kendal, who was mistress to Greorge I. to 
be a quiet inoffensive character^ who would do 
neither good nor harm to any body. Did you ever 
read her Memoir9f Lord I what an account Ai^ 
gives of the state of manners at the old court of 
Prussia, and of the brutal despotism and cruelty of 
ibe king ! She was his daughter, and he used to 
strike her, and drag her by the hair of her liead, 
and leave her with her fiice bleeding, and often 



seasdlest, on the floor for tlie smallest trifles ; and 
he treated her brother^ afterwards Frederic II.. 
(and to whom die was miich attached) no better. 
That might in part account for the hardness of 
his character at a later period. 

H. — I suppose Prussia was at that time a mere 
petty state or sort of bye-court, so that what they 
did was pretty much done m a comer, and they 
were not afraid of being talked of by the rest of 
Eur<^. 

N. — ^No; it was qidte an absolute monarchy 
with all the pomp and pretensions of sovereigBty. 
Frederick (the &ther) was going, on some occasion 
when he was displeased with him, to strike our am- 
bassador ; but this conduct was resented and put a 
stop to* The queen (sister to George II. and who 
was imprisoned so long on a suspicion of conjugal 
infidelity) appears to have been a Tiolent-spirited 
woman, and also weak. George I. could never 
learn to speak English, and his successor, George 
II., spoke it badly, and neither ever felt themselvea 
at home in this country; and they were alwaya 
going over to Hanover, where they found them- 
selves l(»rds and masters, while here, though they 
had be^ raised so much higher, their dignity never 
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8St easy upon them. They did not know what to 
make of their new utuation. 

[Northcote here read me a letter I had heard 
him speak of relative to a distinguished character 
mentioned in a former Conversation, j 

*' A Letter to Mr. Northcote in London from his 
Brother at Plymouth, giving an account of a 
Shipwreck. 

" Plymouth, Jan. 28, 1796. 
<< We have had a terrible succession of stormy 
weather of late. Tuesday, immediately after din- 
ner, I went to the Hoe to see the Duttqn East 
Indiaman, full of troops, upon the rocks, directly 
under the ilag-staff of the citadel. She had been 
out seven weeks on her passage to the West Indies 
as a transport, with 400 troops on board, besides 
women and the shipVcrew; and had been just 
driven back by distress of weather, with a great 
number of sick on board. You cannot conceive 
any thing so horrible as the appearance of thii^s 
altogether, which I beheld when I first arrived on 
the spot. The ship was stuck on sunken rocks, 
somewhat inclining to one side, and without a mast 
or the bowsprit standing ; and her decks covered 
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with the soldiers as thick as they could possibly 
stand by one another, with the sea breaking in a 
most horrible manner all around them ; and what 
still added to the melancholy grandeur of the 
scene was the distress-guns which were fired now 
and then directly over our head from the Citadel. 

<^ When I first came to the spot, I found that 
they had by some means got a rope with one end 
of it fixed to the ship, and the other was held by 
the people on shore, by which means they could 
yield as the ship swung. Upon this rope they had 
got a ring, which they could by means of two smaller 
ropes draw forwards and backwards from the ship 
to the shore : to this ring they had fixed a loop, 
which each man *put under his arms ; and by this 
means, and holding by the ring with his hands, 
he supported himself, hanging to the ring, while 
he was drawn to the shore by the people there ; 
and in this manner I saw a great many drawn on 
shore. But this proved a tedious work ; and 
though I looked at them for a long time^ yet the 
numbers on the deck were not apparently diminished; 
besides, firom the motion which the ship had by 
rolling on the rocks, it was not possible to keep the 
rope equally stretched, and fin>m thifl cause, as 
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well as from the sodden liang of the waves, you 
would at one moment see a poor wxetdi hanging, 
ten or twen^ feet above the water, and the nest 
yoa would loee fight of him in the foam of a wave, 
tiionghaonie escaped better. 

*< Bat this was not a scheme which the women, 
and many of the sick could avail tbemselves of. 

^* I ohserred with some admiration the behaviour 
of a Captain of a maiMif-war, who seemed in- 
terested in the highest degree for the safety of diese 
poor wretches. He exerted himself uncommonly, 
and directed others what to do on shore, and endea- 
voured in vain with a large speaking-trumpet to make 
himself heard by those on board: but finding that 
nothing could be heard but the roaring of the wind 
and sea, he ofiered any body five guineas instantly 
who would sufier himself to be drawn on board with 
instructions to them what to do. And when he found 
that nobody would acc^t his offer, he gave an in- 
tance of the highest heroism : for he fixed the rope 
about himself and gave the signal to be drawn on 
board. He had his umform coat on and his sword 
hanging at his side. I have not room to describe 
tiie particulars ; but thcare was something grand Mid 
interesting in the thing : for as soon as they had 
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polled him into Uie wieck, he wasreorived with tluee 
ywKk Bhonts by the people on boani; and these 
weve immediatdy echoed by those who lined the 
diore» the gamson-waUs and lower batteries. The 
first thing he did was to rig out two other ropes like 
ibe first : whicii I saw him most active in doing with 
his own hands. This quidcened the matter a good 
deal, and by this time two large open row-boats 
were arrived ftom the Dock-yard, and a sloop 
had with difficulty worked out fit>m Plymouth* 
pool. He then became active in getdng out the 
women and the side, who were with difficulty got 
mto the open boats, and by them carried off to the 
sloop, which kept off for fear of being stove against 
the shqp or thrown upon the rocks. He suffered 
but (me boat to approach the ship at a time, and 
stood with his drawn sword to prevent too many, 
rushing into the boat. After he had seen all the 
people out of the ship to about ten or fifteen, he 
fixed himself to the rope as before and was drawn 
ashore, where he was again received with shouts. 
Upon my enquiry who this gallant officer was, I 
was informed that it was Sir Edward Pellew, whom 
I had heard the highest character of before, both 
for braveiy and mercy. 
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<< The soldiers irere {ailing into disorder when 
Sir Edward went on board. Many of them were 
drunk, having broke into the cabin and got at the 
liquor. I saw him beating one with the flat of his 
broad-sword, in order to make him gire up a 
bundle he had made up of plunder. They had 
but just time to save the men, before the ship was 
nearly under water. I observed a poor goat and a dog 
amongst the crowd, when the people were some* 
what thinned away. I saw the goat marching about 
with much unconcern; but the dog showed evident 
anxiety, for I saw him stretching himself out at 
one of the port-holes, standing partly upon the 
port and partly upon a gun, and lookmg earnestly 
towards the shore, where I suppose he knew his 
master was. All these perished soon after, as the 
ship was washed all over as the sea rose — die is 
now in pieces.^ 
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CONVERSATION THE TWENTIETH. 



N. — ^Have you seen the Life, of Sir Joshua 
just published ? 

H.— No. 

N. — It is all, or nearly all, taken from my ac- 
count, and yet the author misrepresents or contra- 
dicts every thing I say, I suppose to show that he 
is imder no obligation to me. I cannot understand 
the drift of his work ; nor who it is he means to 
please. He finds fault with Sir Joshua, among a 
number of other things, for not noticing Hogarth. 
Why, it was not his business to notice Hogarth any 
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more than it was to notice Fielding. Both of them 
were great wits and describers of manners in com- 
mon life, but neither of them came under the article 
of painting. What Hogarth had was his own^ and 
nobody will ever have it again in the same degree. 
But all that did not depend on his own genius was 
detestable, both as to his subjects and his execution. 
Was Sir Joshua to recommend these as models to 
the student ? No, we are to imitate only what is 
best, and that in which even fiulure is honourable ; 
not that where only originality and the highest 
point of success can at all excuse the attempt. Cun- 
ningham (the writer of the Life)^ pretends to cry 
up Hogarth as a painter ; but this is not true. He 
moulded little figures and placed them to see how 
the lights fell and how the drapery came in, which 
gave a certain look of reality and relief; but this 
was not enough to give breadth kx grace, and his 
figures look like puppets 'after all, or like dolls 
dressed up. Who would compare any of these 
little, miserable, deformed caricatures of men and 
women, to the figure of St. Paul preaching at 
Athens ? What we justly admire and emulate is 
that which raises human nature, not diat which 
degrades and holds it up to scorn. We may laugh 



CONYSBSATIONS. 287 

to see a person rolled in the kauiel, but we are 
ashamed of ourselres for doing so. We are amused 
with Tom Jones; but we rise from the perusal oi 
Clarissa with higher feelings and better resolutions 
4han we had before. St Giles'^s is not Ae only 
school of art. It is nature, to be sure ; but we must 
select nature. Ask the meanest person in the gal- 
lery at a play-house which he likes best, the tragedy 
or the farce ? And he will tell you, without he^ 
tation, the tragedy — and wiU prrfer Mrs. Siddoas 
to the most exquisite buffoon* He feels an am- 
bition to be placed in the situations, and to be 
associated with the chancters, described in tragedy, 
and none to be connected with those in a &rce ; 
because he feels a greater sense of powor and dig- 
nity in contemplating the one, and only sees his 
own weakness and Uttlenesa reflected and ridiculed 
in the other. Even the poetry, the blank verse, 
pleases the most illiterate, which it would not do if 
it were not naturaL The world do not receive 
monsters. This was what I used to contest 
with Sir Joshua. He insisted that the blank verse 
in tragedy was purely artifidal— a thing got up fcnr 
the occasion. But surely every <me must feel that 
he delivers an important piece of informaticm, or asks 
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a common question in a different tone of voice. If it 
irere not for this, the audience would laugh at the 
measured speech or step of a tragic actor as bur- 
lesque, just as they are inclined to do at an Opera* 
Old Mr. Tolcher used to say of the fiunous Ful- 
teney — ^^My Lord Bath always speaks in blank 
verse !^ The stately march of his ideas, no doubt, 
made it natural to him. Mr. Cunningham will 
never persuade the world that Hogarth is superior 
to Raphael or Reynolds. Common sense is against 
it. I don^t know where he picked up the notion. 

H. — Probably firom Mr. Lamb, who endeavours 
to set up Hogarth as a great tragic as well as comic 
genius, not inferior in either respect to Shakspeare. 
N. — ^I canH tell where he got such an opinion ; 
but I know it is great nonsense. Cunningham gives 
a wrong account of an anecdote which he has taken 
fi*om me. Dr. Tucker, Dean of Gloucester, had 
said at a meeting of the Society of Arts, that ^< a 
pin-maker was a more important member of society 
than Raphael.^ Sir Joshua had written some re- 
mark on this assertioii in an old copy-book which 
fell into my hands, and which nobody probably 
ever saw but myself. Cunningham states that Sir 
Joshua was present when Dean Tucker made the 
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speech at tbe Society, and that he immediately rose 
up, and with great irritation answered him on the 
spot, which is contrary both to the fact and to Sir 
JToshua^s character. He would never have thought 
of rising to contradict any one in a public assembly 
for not agreeing with him on the importance of his* 
own profession. In one part of the new Xi/e, it is 
said that Sir Joshua, seeing the ill-effects that Ho- 
garth's honesty and bluntness had had upon his 
prospects as a portrait-painter, had learnt the art to 
make himself agreeable to his sitters, and to mix up' 
the oil* of flattery with his discourse as assiduously 
as with his colours. This is far from the truth. Sir 
Joshua'^s manners were indeed affable and obliging, 
but he flattered nobody ; and instead of gossiping 
or making it his study to amuse his sitters, minded 
only his own business. I remember being in the 
next room the first time the Duchess of Cumberland 
came to sit, and I can vouch that scarce a word was 
spoken for near two hours. Another thing remark- 
able to show how little Sir Joshua crouched to the 
Great is, that he never even gave them their proper 
titles. I never heard the words "^oiir lordship or- 
your ladi/ship^ come from his mouth ; nor did he ~ 
ever say Sir in speaking to any one but Dr. John* 
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8on ; and vhen lie did not hear distinctly what the 
latter said (which often happened) he would then 
say *^ Sir P"^ that he might repeat it He was in 
this respect like a Quaker, not from any scruples or 
affectation of independence, but possibly firom some 
awkwardness and confusion in addressing the variety 
of diaracters he met with, or at his first entrance 
on his profesdon. His biographer is also unjust to 
Sir Joshua in Stating that his table was scantily 
supplied out of penuriousness* The truth is, Sir 
Joshua would ask a certain number and order a 
dinner to be provided ; and then in the course of 
the morning, two or three other persons would drop 
in, and he would say, ^* t have got so and so to 
dinner, will you join us ?^ which they being always 
ready to do, there were sometimes more guests than 
seats, but nobody complained of this or was im« 
willing to come again. If Sir Joshua had really 
grudged his guests,* they would not have repeated 
their visits twice, and there would have been plenty 
of room and of provisions the next time. Sir Jo- 
shua never gave the smallest attention to such 
matters ; all he cared about was his painting in the 
morning, and the conversation at his table, to which 
last he sacrificed his interest; for his associating 
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with men like Burke, who was at that time a great 
oppositionist, did him no good at court. Sir Joshua 
was equally free from meanness or ostentation and 
encroachment on others ; no one knew himself better 
Or more uniformly kept his place in society. 

H. — It is a pity to mar the idea of Sir Joshua^s 
dinner-parties, which are one of the pleasantest in- 
stances on record of a cordial intercourse between 
persons of distinguished pretensions of all sorts. 
But some people do riot care what they spoil, so that 
they can tell disagreeable truth. 

N. — In the present case there is not even that 
excuse. The statement answers no good end, 
while it throws a very unfounded slur on Sir Jo« 
shua'^s hospitality and love of good cheer. It is 
insinuated that he was sparing of his wine, 
which is not true. Again, I am blamed for 
not approving of Dr. Johnson^s speech to Sir 
Joshua at the Miss Cottrells% when the Duchess 
of Argyll came in, and he thought himself neglected 
•— •* How much do you think you and I could earn 
in a week, if we were to work as hard as we could ?*• 
This was a rude and unmerited insult. The Miss 
Cottrells were the daughters of an Admiral and 
people of fashion, as well as the Duchess of Argyll; 
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and they naturally enough fell into conversation 
about persons and things that they knew, though 
Dr. Johnson had not been used to hear of them. 
He therefore thought it affectation and insolence, 
whereas the vulgarity and insolence were on his own 
side, rf I had any fault to find with Sir Joshua, it 
would be that he was a very bad master in the art. 
Of all his pupils, I am the only one who ever did 
any thing at aU. He was like the boy teaching the 
oth^ to swim. " tlow do you do when you want 
to turn ? '" — " How must you do when you turn ? 
Why, you must look that way ! '*'* Sir Joshua^s 
instructions amounted to little more. • People talk 
of the instinct of animals as if a blind reason were 
an absurdity : whereas whatever men can do best, 
they understand and . can explain least. Your 
son was looking at that picture of the lap^log the 
other evening. There is a curious story about that; 
The dog was walking out with me one day, and 
was set upon and bit by a strange dog, for all dogs 
know and hate a favourite. He was a long time in 
recovering from the wound ; and one day when Mr. 
F.H. called, he ran up to him, leaped up quite over- 
joyed, then lay down, began to whine, patted the 
place where hehad been hurt with his paws, and 
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went through the whole history of his misfortune. 
It was a perfect pantomime. I will not tell the 
story to G — , for the philosopher would be jealous 
of the sagacity of the cur. 

; H. — There was Jack Spines, the racket-player : 
he excelled in what is called the half-volley. Some 
amateurs of the game were one day disputing what 
this term of art meant. Spines was appealed tc, 
** Why, gentlemen,"*' says, he, " I really catft say 
exactly; but I should think, the half-volley is 
something between the volley and the half-volley.''^ 
This definition was not quite the thing. The cele- 
brated John Davies, the finest player in the worlds 
could give no account of his proficiency that way. 
It is a game which no one thinks of playing without 
putting on a flannel jacket ; and after you have 
been engaged in it. for ten minutes, you are just 
as if you had been dipped in a mill-pond. Joha 
Davies never pulled off his coat ; and merely but- 
toning it that it might not be in his way, would ga 
down into the Fives-court and play two of the best 
players of the day, and at the end of the match 
you could not perceive that a hair of his head was 
wet. Powell, the keeper of the court (why doea 
not Sir B. Nash, among so many innovations, re^ 
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build it ?) said he neyer seemed to foOow the ball, 
but diat it came to him— Jie did every' tUbog with 
such ease. 

N. — Then every motion of that man was perfect 
grace : there was not a muscle in his body thajt 
did not contribute its share to the game. So, 
when they begin to learn the piano-forte, at first 
they use only the fingers, and are soon tired to 
death: then the muscles of the arm come into 
play, which relieves them a little ; and at last the 
whole frame is called into action, so as to produce 
the effect with entire ease and gracefulness. It is 
the same in every thing : and he is indeed a poor 
creature who cannot do more, firom habit or natural 
genius, than he can give any rational account of. 

(Some remarks having been made on the fore-' 
going conversation, Mr, Northcote, the next time 
J saw him, took up the subject nearly as follows.) 

N. — The newi^per critic asks with an air of 
triumph as if he had found a mare*s nest—'^^ What ! 
aape Sophia Western and Allworthy, St. Giles's ? ^ 
Why, they are the very ones: they are Totoer* 
Uamp ! Blifily and Black George, and Square are 
]|ot---they have some sense and spirit in them and 
axe so far redeoned, for Fielding put his own dever-^ 
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ness and ingenuity into them ; but as to his refined 
characters, they are an essence of vulgarity and iit- 
sipidity. Sophia is a poor doll ; and as to Allworthy 
he has not the soul of a goose : and how does he 
behave to the young man that he has brought up and 
pampered with the expectations of a fortune and of 
being a fine gentleman? Does he not turn him 
out to starve or rob on the h^hway without the 
shadow of an excuse, on a mere maudim ser-- 
monizing pretext of morality, and with as little 
generosity as principle? No, Fielding did not 
know what virtue or refinement meant. As Richard-* 
son said, he should have thought his books were 
written by an ostler ; or Sir John Hawkins has ex« 
pressed it still better, that the virtues of his heroes 
are the virtues of dogs and horses — he does not go 
beyond that— nor indeed so far, for his Tom Jones 
is not so good as Lord Byron'^s Newfoundland dog. 
I have known Newfoundland dogs with twenty 
tunes his understanding and good-nature. That is 
where Richardson has the advantage over Fielding 
-«the virtues of his dbaracters are not the virtues of 
animals — Clarissa holds her head in the skies, a 
"bright particular star;** for whatever may be 
said, we have such ideas — ^and thanks to those who 
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sustain and nourish them, and woe to those critics 
.who would confound them with the dirt under our 
feet and Grub-street jargon ! No, that is what we 
want«-to have the line made as black and as broad 
as possible that separates what we have in common 
with the animals from what we pretend (at least) to 
have above them. That is where the newspaper 
critic is wrong in saying that the blackguard in the 
.play is equal to Mrs. Siddons. No, he is not equal 
to Mrs. Siddons, any more than a baited bull or an 
over.drove ox is equal to Mrs. Siddons. There is 
.the same animal fury in Tyke that there is in the 
maddened brute, with the same want of any ideas 
.beyond himself and his own mechanical and coarse 
impulses — ^it is the lowest stage of human capacity 
and feeling violently acted upon by circumstances. 
Ijady Macbeth^ if she is the demon, is not the 
brute ; she has the intellectual part, and is hurried 
away no less by the violence of her will than by a 
wide^ scope of imagination and a lofty ambition. 
Take away all dignity and grandeur, from poetry 
and art, and you make Emery equal to Mrs. Sid- 
dons, and Hogarth to Raphael, but not else. 
Emery's I^Ae, in his extremity, calls for brandy- 
Mrs. Siddons does not, like Queen Dollalolla^ call 
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for a glass of gin. Why not P Gin is as natural a 
drink as poi§on ; but if Capella Bianca, instead of 
swallowing die poison herself, when she found it: 
was not given to her enemy, had merely got drunk 
for spite, in the manner of Hogarth's heroines, she 
would'not have been recorded in history. There is 
then a foundation for the distinction between the: 
heroic and the natural, which I am not bound to 
explain any more than I am to accoimt why black 
is not white. 

H. — If Emery is equal to Mrs. Siddonjs, Morton, 
is equal to Shakspeare ; though it would be difficult 
to bring such persons to that conclusion. 

N. — I'll tell you why Emery is not equal to 
Mrs. Siddons ; ' there are a thousand Emerys to 
one Mrs. Siddons ; the stage is always full of 
six or seven comic actors at a ' time, so that you . 
cannot tell which is best, Emery, Fawcett, Munden, 
Lewis — ^but in my time I have seeii but Garrick 
and Mrs. Siddons, who have left a gap behind them, 
that I shall not live tO' see filled up. Emery 
the first blackguard or stage-coach driver you see in 
a row in the street ; but if you had not seen Mrs. 
Siddons^ you could have no idea of her ; nor caa 
you convey it to any one who has not. She was 
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like A pveteniatiinl bang descended to the earth. 
I cannot say Sir Joshua has done her justice. I 
Tq;ret Mrs. Abmgton too— she was die Grosvenor* 
Square of comedy, if you please. I am glad that 
Hogarth did not paint her; it would have been a 
thing to spit upon. If the correspondent of the 
aewspqier wants to know where vfty Grosvenor* 
Square of art is, hell find it in the Provoked Hii&- 
bandy in Lord and Lady Townly, not in the 
History of a Foundlings or in the pompous, swag- 
bellied peer, with his dangling pedigree, or his 
gawky son-in-law, or his dawdling malkin of a wife 
from the city, playing with the ring like an idiot, in 
the Marriage d la Mode ! There may be vice and 
folly enough in Vanbrugh^s scenes ; but it is not 
the vice of St. Giles^ it does not savour of the 
kennel. Not that I would have my interrogator 
suppose that I think all is vice in St. GilesV On 
the contrary, I could find at this moment instances 
of more virtue, refinement, sense, and beauty there, 
than there are in his Sophy. No, nature is the 
same ever3rwhere ; there are as many handsome 
children bom in St. Giles^'s as in Grosvenor-Square; 
but the same care is not taken of them ; and in 
general they grow up greater beauties in die eiae 
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tlian the other. A child in St. Gileses is left to nm 
vild ; it thrusts its fingers into its mouth or pulls its 
nose about ; but iPa child of people of fashion play 
any tricks of this kind, it is told immediately, ^^ You 
must not do this, unless you would have your mouth 
reach firom ear to eat ; you must not say that ; you 
must not sit in such a manner, or you'll! grow 
double.^* This seems like art ; but it is only giving 
nature fair play. No one was allowed to touch the 
Princess Charlotte when a child. She was taken 
care of like something precious. The sister of the 
Duke of — — ^- had her nose broke when a child 
.in a quarrel with her sisier, who flung a tea- 
basin at her ; but all the doctors were immediately 
called in, and every remedy was applied, so that 
when she grew up, there was no appearance of the 
accident left. If the same thing had happened to a 
poor child, she would have carried the marks of it to 
her grave. So you see a number of crooked people 
and twisted l^s among the lower classes. This 
was what made Lord Byron so mad — ^that he had 
mis-shapen feet. Don'^t you think so ? 

H.— Yes ; T. M. told a person I know that that 
was the cause of all his misanthropy-— he wanted 
ta be an AdoniSy and could not. 
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N — Aye, and of his gemus too ; it made him 
. write Terses m reTenge. There is no knowing the 
effect of such sort of things, of defects we wish to 
baUmce. Do you suppose we owe nothing to Pope^s 
deformity ? He said to himself, '< If my person be 
crooked, my verses shall be stiait.'" I myself «have 
felt this in passing along the street, when I have 
heard rude remarks made on my personal appear- 
ance. I then go home and paint: but I should 
not do this, if I thought all that there is in art was 
contained in Hogarth — I should then feel neither 
pride nor consolation in it. But if I thought^ in- 
stead of his doll4ike figures cut in two with their 
insipid, dough-baked faces, I should do something 
like Sir Joshua^s Iphigency with all . that delights 
the sense in richness of colour and luxuriance of 
form ; or instead of the women spouting the liquor 
in one another^s faces, in the Rake's Progress, I 
could give the purity, and grace, and real elegance 
(appearing under all the incumbrance of the fashion* 
able dresses of the day) of Lady Sarah Bunbury or 
of the Miss Homecks, sacrificing to the Graces, or 
of Lady Essex, with her long waist and rumes, 
but looking a pattern of the female character in 
all its relations, and breathing dignity and virtue. 
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then I should think t^iis an object worth living for'; 
or (as you have expressed it very properly) should 
even be proud of having failed. This is the opinion 
the world have always entertained of the matter. 
Sir Joshua^s name is repeated with more, respect 
than Hogarth's. It is not for his talents, but for 
his taste and the direction of them. In meeting 
•Sir Joshua (merely from a knowledge of his works) 
you wouI4 expect to meet a gentleman — ^not so of 
Hogarth. And yet Sir Joshua's claims and pos- 
sessions in art were not of the highest order. 

H. — But he was decent, and did not profess the 
arts and accomplishments of a Merry- Andrew. 

N.-^I assinre jou, it was not for want for ability 
either. When he was young, he did a number of 
caricatiures of different persons, and could have got 
any price for them. But he found it necessary to 
give up the practice. Leonardo da Vinci, a mighty 
man, and who had titles manifold, had a great turn 
for drawing laughable and grotesque likenesses of 
his acquaintances; but he threw them a]l in the 
fire. It was to him a kind of 'profanation of the art. 
Sir Joshua would almost as soon have forged as he 
would have set his name to a caricature. Gilray 
Twhom you speak of) was eminent in this way ; but 
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be had other talents as wdl. In thh Embassy to 
China J he has drawn the Emperor of China a com- 
plete Eastern yoluptaary, £it and supine, irith all 
the efiects of climate and situation evident upon his 
person, and Lord Macartney is an elegant youth, a 
real ApoUo; then, indeed, come Punch and the 
puppet-show after him, to throw the whole into 
ridicule. In the RevohUionists' Jolly-boat, after 
the Opposition were defeated, he has placed Fox, 
and Sheridan, and the rest escaping from the wreck: 
Dante could not have described them as looking more 
sullen and gloomy. He was a great man in his 
way. Why does not Mr. Lamb write an' essay on 
the Two-penny Whist f Yet it was against his 
conscience, for he had been on the other side, and 
was bought over. The minister sent to ask him to 
do them half a dozen at a certain price, which he 
agreed to, and took them to the treasury ; but there 
being some demur about the pajonent, he took them 
back with some saucy reply. He had not been 
lonff at home, before a messenger was sent after him 
with the money. 
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CONVERSATION THE TWENTY-FIRST, 



N. — G. and I had a dispute lately about the 
eapacity of ammals. He appeared to consider them 
as little better than machines* He made it the 
distinguishing mark of superiority in man that he 
is the only animal that can transmit his thoughts to 
future generations. " Yes,'* I said, " for future 
generations to take no sort of notice of them/' I 
allowed that there were a few extraordinary geniusea 
that every one must look up to — and I mentioned 
the names of Shakspeare and Dryden. But he 
would not hear of Dryden, and began to pull him 
HI pieces immediately. '* Why then," I answered^ 
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"if you cannot agree among yourselves even with re- 
spect to four or five of the most eminent, how can 
there be the vast and overwhehning 'superiority you 
pretend to?^ I observed that instinct in animals 
answered very much to what we call genius. I 
spoke of the wonderful powers of smell, and the 
sagacity of dogs, and the memory shown by horses 
in finding a road ^hat they have once travelled ; but 

I made no way with G ; he still went back to 

Lear and Othello- 

H. — I think he was so far right ; for as this is 
what he understands best and has to imitate, it is 
fit he should admire and dwell upon it most. He 
cannot acquire the smell of the dog or the sagacity 
of the horse, and therefore it is of no use to think 
about them ; but he may, by dint of study and 
emulation, become a better poet or philosopher. 
The question is not merely what is best in itself 
(of that we are hardly judges) but what sort of 
excellence we understand best and can make our 
own ; for otherwise, in affecting to admire we know 
not what, we may admire a nonentity or a deformity. 
Abraham Tucker has remarked very well on this 
subject, that a swine wallowing in the mire may, for 
what he can tellj be as happy as a philosopher in 
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writing an es^iy, but that is no reason why he (the 
philosopher) should exchange occupations or tastes 
with the brute, unless he could first exchange na^ 
turea. We may suspend our judgments in such 
cases as a matter of speculation or conjecture^ but 
that is different from the habitual or practical feel* 
ing. So I remember W — : — being nettled at Dr— 
(who affected a fishionable taste) for saying, on 
coming out of the Marquis of Stafford'^s gallery^ 
** A very noble art, very superior to poetry }^ If 
it were so, W . ■ observed, he could know nothing 
about it, who had never; seen any fine pictures be« 
fore. It was like an European adventurer saying 
to an African chieftain, " A very fine boy. Sir, youJr 
black son — very superior to my white one V^ This 
is mere affectation ; we might as well pretend to be 
thrown into rapture by a poem written in a language 
we are not acquainted with. We may notwithstand- 
ingbelievethat it is very fine, and have no wish to 
hang up the writer, because he is not an English- 
man. A spider may be a greater mechanic than 
Watt or Arkwright ; but the effects are not brought 
home to us in the same manner, and we cannot help 
estimating the cause by the effect A friend of 
mine teazes me with question)^, ^^ Which was the 
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greatest man, Sir Isaac Newton or a first-rate 
chess-player?^ It refers itself to the head of 
the Illustrious Obscure* A club of chess-players 
might give it in favour of the Great Vnknown ; 
but all the rest of the world, who hare heard of the 
one and not of the other, will give it against him. 
We cannot set aside those prejudices which are 
founded on the hndtation of our faculties or the 
constitution of society ; only that we need not lay 
them down as abstract or demonstrable truths. It 
is there the bigotjry and error begin. The language 
of taste and moderation is, J prefer this, became it 
is best to me ; the language of dogmatism and in- 
tolerance is. Because I prefer it, it is best in itself ^ 
and I will allow no one else to be of a different 
opinion. 

N. — I find in the last conversation I saw, you 
make me an admirer of Fielding, and so I am ; but 
I find great fault with him too. I grant he is one of 
those writers that I remember ; he stamps his cha- 
xacters, whether good or bad, on the reader's mind. 
This is more than I can say of every one. For in- 
stance, when 6-*— plagues me about my not having 
sufficient admiration of W ■ ' s poetry, the answ^I 
give is, that it is not my firolt, for I have utterly foi% 
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* gotten it ; it seemed to me like the ravelings of 
poetry. But to say nothing of Fieldiag^s immo* 
rality, and his fancying himself a fine gentleman in 
the midst of all Ins coarseness, he has oftener de* 
8cr9)ed kabit9 than character. For example, Wes- 
tern is no character ; it is merely the language, man* 
ners, and pursuits of the country-squire of that day ; 
and the proof of this is, that there is no 'Squire 
Western now. Manners and customs wear out, but 
duiracters last forever. I remember making this 
remark to Holcroft, and he asked me. What was 
the di£Eerence ? Are you not surprised at that ? 

H. — Not in him. If you mentioned the word 
character J he stopped you short by saying, that it 
was merely the difierence of circumstances; or if you 
hinted at the difference of natural capacity, he said^ 
^ Then, Sir, you must believe in innate ideas.^ 
He surrendered his own feelings and better judg« 
ment to a set of cant-phrases, called th9 modem 
philosophy. 

N.-— I need not explain the difference to you. 
Character is the ground-work, the natural stamina 
of the mind, on which drcumstanoes only act» 
You see it in St. Giles's — there are characters there 
Aat in the midst of filth, and vice, and ignorance^ 
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retain some traces of th&t origmal goodness, and 
struggle with their situation to the last : as in St. 
Jameses, you will find wretches that would disgrace 
a halter. Gil Bias has character. 

H. — I thought he only gave professions and 
dassesy players, footmen, sharpers, courtesans^ 
but not the individual, as Fielding often does^* 
though we should strip Western of his scarlet hunt«^ 
ing-dress and jockey phrases. There is Squarej 
Blifilj Black George, Mrs. Fitzpatrick, Parson 
Adams ; and a still greater cluster of them in the 
one that is least read, the noble peer, the lodging* 
house-keeper, Mrs. Bennet, and Colonel Bath. 
. N.-«-You mean Amelia. I haye not read that, 
but will get it. I allow in part what you say ; but 
in the best there is something too local and belong- 
faig to the time. But what I chiefly object to in 
Fielding is his conceit, his consciousness of what he 
is doing, his everlasting recommendation and pu& 
fing (of his own wit and sagacity. His introductory 
chapters make me sick. 

H — Why, perhaps, Fielding is to be excused 
ad a disappointed man. All his success was late in 
life, for he died in 1754 ; and Joseph Andrews (the 
first work of his that was popular) was published in: 



CONVERSATIONS. 309 

1748. All the rest of his life he had been drudging 
for the booksellers, or bringing out upsuccessful 
comedies. He probably anticipated the same result 
in his novels, and wished to bespeak the favour of 
the reader by putting himself too much forward.. 
His prefaces are like Ben Jonson^s prologues, and 
from the same cause, mortified vanity ; though it 
seems odd to say so at present, after the run his 
writings have had ; but he could not foresee that, 
and only lived a short time to witness it. 

N. — I can bear any thing but that conscious 
look — it is to me like the lump of soot in the broth, 
that spoils the whole mess. Fielding was one of the 
swaggerers. 

H — But he had much to boast of. 

N.-«He certainly was not idle in his time. Idle- 
ness would have ruined a greater man. 

H.— Then you do not agree to a maxim I have 
somethnes thought might be laid down, that no one 
is idle who can do any thing. 

N. — No, certainly. 

H, — I conceive it may be illustrated from Wilson, 
who was charged with idleness, and who, after 
painting a little, used to say, as soon as any friend 
dropped in, ^< Now let us go somewhere,^— mean* 
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iog to the alehouse. All that Wilflon could do, he 
did, and that finely too, ivith a few weU-disposed 
masses and strokes of the pencil ; but he could not 
finish, or he would have staid within all the nunm* 
ing to work up his pictures to the perfection of 
Claude^s. He thought it better to go to the ale- 
house than to spoil what he had aheady done. I 

have in my own mind made this excuse for -, 

that he could only make a first sketch, and was 
obliged to lose the greatest part of his time in wait- 
ing for windfalls of heads and studies. I have 
sat to him twice, and each time I ofiered to come 
again, and he said he would let me know, but I heard 
no more of it. The sketch went as it was--H>f course 
in a Tery unfinished state. 

N. — But he might have remedied this by diligence 
and prabtice. 

H. — I do not know that he could : one might say 
that there is the same abruptness and crudity in 
his character throughout, in his conversation, his 
walk, and look — ^great force and spirit, but neither 
softness nor refinement. 

N. — If he had more humility, he might have 
seen all that m the works of others, and have strove 
to imitate it. 
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H. — ^What I mean is, that it was his not having 
the sense of these refinements in himself that pre- 
vented his perceiving them in others, or taking 
pains to supply a defect to Tvhich he was blind. 

N. — I do not think that under any circumstances 
he would have made a Raphael. But your rea-- 
soning goes too much to what Dr. Johnson ridiculed 
in poetry — ^fits of inspiration, and a greater flow of 
ideas in the autumn than the spring. Sir Joshua 
used to work at all times, whether he was in the 
humour or not. 

H ^And so would every one else with his motives 

and ability to exceL Lawyers without fees are ac« 
cused of idleness, but this goes.off when the hneb 
pour in. 

N Did you seethenewspaperaccountsof theelec- 

tion of the new Pope? It appears that nothing could 
exceed his repugnance to be chosen. He begged 
and even wept to be let off. You are to consider, 
he is an old man labouring under a mortal disease 
(which is one circumstance that led to his elevation) 
-»to be taken from the situation of Cardinal (in iu 
self a very enviable one) and thrust violently into 
a mass of business, of questions and cabals which 
will distract him, and where he can get no thanks 
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and Biay incur eveiy kind of odium. It is trae» he 
bag an opportunity of making the fortunes of his 
fiunily ; and if he prefers them to himself, it is all 
very vell^ but not else. To persons of a restless 
and aspiring turn of mind, ambition and grandeur 
are very fine things, but to others they are the most 
'intolerable tax* There is our own King — ^there is 
no conceiving the punishment that those processions 
and public show-days' are to him — and then as to 
all the pomp and glitter that we so much admire, 
it is to those who are accustomed to it and who see 
behind the curtain, like so much cast-off rags and 
tinsel or Monmouth-street finery. They hold it 
in inconceivable scorn, and yet they can hardly do 
without it, from the slavery of habit. Then the 
time of such people is never their own — they are 
always performing a part (and generally a forced and 
irksome one) in what no way interests or concerns 
them. The late King, .to whom rank was a real 
drudgery, used to stand buried in a pile of papers, 
80 that you could not see those on the other side of 
the table, which he had merely to sign. It is no 
wonder kings are sometimes seen to retire to a mo* 
nastery where religion leaves this asylum open to 
them, or are glad to return to their shepherd^s crook 
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again. No situation can boast of complete ease or 
freedom ; and even that wonld have its disadvantages. 
And then again, look at those labourers at the top of 
the house yonder, working from morning till night, 
and exposed to aU weathers for a bare pittance,without 
hope to sweeten their toil, and driven on by hunger 
and necessity! When we turn to others, whether 
those above or below tis, we have' little reason to be 
dissatisfied with our own situation in life. But, in 
all cases it is necessary to employ means to ends, be 
the object what it may ; and where the first have not 
been taken, it is both unjust and foolish to repine at 
the want of success. The common expression, 
<< Fortune''s Fools,**^ may seem to convey a slur on 
die order of Providence ; but it rather shows the 
equality of its distributions. Are the men of capa« 
city to have all the good things to themselves ? They 
are proud of their supposed superioirity : why are 
they not contented with it ? If a fool is not to grow 
rich, the next thing would be, that none but men 
of genius should have a coat to their backs,' or be 
thought fit to live. If it were left to them to pro- 
vide food or clothes, they would have none for them- 
selves. It is urged as a striking inequality that en- 
terprising manufacturers, for instance, should rise to 
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giett wealth and honoun, while thansands ^ 
Am dependants are labouring hard at one or two 
duUings M^j : hut we are to recollect, diat if it 
bad not been for men like these, the working 
dasses would have been perishing for want: they 
eoOect the others together, give a direction and find 
a vent lor iheir industry, and may be said to exer« 
dse a part of sooenetgn capacity. Every thing has 
its pUce and due subordination. If authors had the 
direction of the world, nothing would be left stand- 
ing but prindng^presaes. 

N. — What do you think of that portrait f ' 
H.*— It is very lady-like, and, I should imagine, 
a good likeness. 

N. — J. said I might go on painting yet—* 

he saw no falling-o£ ^ They are pleased wkh it. I 
hare painted almost the whole fimily, and the girk 
would let theur mother sit to nobody else. But 
Lord ! every thing one can do seems to £dl so short 
of nature: whether it is the want of skill or the 
imperfection of the art that cannot give the suc- 
cearive movements of eiqvession and changes of 
countenance, I am always ready to beg pardon of 
my sitters after I have done, and to say I hope 
theyll excuse it. The more one kaaws of ihe v^ 
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and indeed the better one can do, the less one is 
satisfied. This made Titian write under his pic- 
tures faciebiUj signifying that they were oolj in 
progress. I rem^nber, Burke came in one day 
wb&a. Sir Joshua had been painting one of the Len« 
noxes ; he was quite struck with the beauty of the 
p^formance, and said he hoped Sir Joshua would 
not touch it again : to which the latter replied, that 
if he had seen the original, he would have thought 
Ktde of the picture, and that there was a look which 
it was hardly in the power of art to give. No ! all 
we can do is to produce sometlung that makes a 
distant approach to nature, and that serves as a 
&int relic of the individual. A portrait is only a 
little better memorial than the parings of the nails 
or a lock pf the hair. 

H— Who is it ? 

N. — It is a Lady W : you have heard me 

speak of her before. She is a person of great sense 
and spirit, and combines very opposite qualittes 
from a sort of natural strength of character. She 
has shown die greatest feeling and firmness united : 
no one can have more tenderness in her domestic 
connexions, and yet she has borne the loo^of some 
of them with exemplary fortitude. Perhaps, the one 

PS 
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is a conseqaence of the other ; for vhere the attach- 
ment or even the regret is left, all is not lost. 
The mind has still a link to connect it with the 
beloved object. She has no affectation; and-there- 
fore yields to unavoidable circumstances as they 
arise. Inconsolable grief is often mere cant, and 
a trick to impose on ourselves and others. People 
of any real strength of character are seldom affected: 
those who have not the due of thm own feelings to 
guide them, do not know what to do, and study 
only, how to produce an effect. I recollect one of 
the Miss B — s, Lord Orford's fitvourites, whom. I 
met with at a party formerly, using the expression— 
^^ That seal of mediocrity, affectation ! ^ Don^t you 
think this striking ? 

H. — ^Yes ; but not quite free from the vice it 
describes. 

N. — Oh ! they had plenty .of that : they were 
regular bluestockings, I assure you ; or they would 
not have been so entirely to his lordship's taste, 
who was a mighty coxcomb. But there is none of 
that in the person I have been speaking of: she 
has very delightful, genteel, easy manners. 

H. — That is the only thing I envy in people in 
that dass. 
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N. — But you are not to suppose they all have it : 
it is. only those who are bom with it, and who would 
have had it in a less degree in every situation of 
life. Vulgarity is the growtib of courts as well as 
of the hovel. We may be deceived by a certain 
artificial or conventional manner in persons of rank 
and fashion ; but they themselves see plainly enough 

into the natural character. I remember Lady W 

told me, as an instance to this purpose, that when 
she was a girl, she and her sister were introduced at 
court ; and it was then the fashion to stand in a 
circle, and the Queen came round and spoke to 
the different persons in turn. There was some 
high lady who came in after them, and pushed 
rudely into the circle so as to get before them. 
But the Queen, who saw the circumstance, went 
up and spoke to them first, and then passed on (aa 
a just punishment) without taking any notice 
whatever of the forward intruder. I forget how it 
arose the other day, but she asked me — ^^ Fray, 
Mr. Northcote, is Discretion reckoned one of the 
cardinal virtues ? ^' " No,^^ I sidd, ^* it is not one 
of them, for it is all !^^ If we had discretion at all 
times, we should never do wrong : but we are taken, 
off our guard by bemg thrown into new and diffi* 
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cult situatioiis, and have not time to weigli the con- 
aeqoences or to summon resolution to our aid. That 
IS what Opie used to say when he had been en- 
gaged in an argument oyemight, what excellent 
answers he could give the next day — ^and was rexed 
with himself for not having thought of them. No ! 
if we had sufficient presence of mind to foresee the 
consequences of our actions on the spot, we should 
very rarely have occasion to repent of them after- 
wards. 

H. — You put me in mind of Cicero^s account 
of the cardinal virtues, in his Offices^ who makes 
them out to be four; and then says they are all 
referable to the first, which is Prudence. 

N. — Ay ; do you recollect what they are ? 

H. — ^Prudence, Temperance, Justice, and For-* 
litude. 

N. — They are too much alike. The most dis- 
linet is Fortitude. 

H. — I never could make much of Cicero, except 
Ins two treatises on Friendship and Old Age, which 
are most amiable gossiping. I see that Canning 
borrowed his tautology firom Cicero, who runs on 
with such expressions as ^* I wiH bear, I will fuffsTj 
I will endure any extremity.'** This is bad enough 



in the original: it is inexcusable in the copy. 
Cicero's style, however, answered to the elegance of 
his finely-turned features ; and in his long, graceful 
neck you may trace his winding and involuted 
periods. 

N. — ^Do you believe in that sort of stuff? 

H. — Not more than I can help. 
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CONVERSATION TWENTY-SECOND. 



N. — I ought to cross myself like the Catholics^ 
when I see you. You terrify me by repeating what 
I say. But I see you have regulated yourself. 
There is nothing personally offensive, except what 
relates to Sir Walter. You make him swear too, 
which he did not do. He would never use the ex- 
pression Egad, These little things mark the gen^ 
tleman. I am afraid, if he s^es it, he'll say I am a 
babbler. That is what they dread so at court, that 
the least word should transpire. 

H. — 'They may have their reasons for caution. 
At least, they can gain nothing, and might possibly 
lose equally by truth or falsehood, as it must be 
difficult to convey an adequate idea of royalty. But 
authors are glad to be talked about. If Sir W. 
Scott has an objection to having his name men- 
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tioned, he is singularly unlucky. Enough was said 

in his praise ; and I do not betieve he is captious. 

I fancy he takes the nmgh with the smooth. I did 

not well know what to do. You seemed to express 

a wish that the conversations should proceed, and 

yet you are startled at particular phrases, or I would ^ 

have, brought you what I had done to show you; 

I thbught it best to take my chance of the general 

impression. 

N. — ^Why, if kept to be published as a diary 

« 

after my death, they might do : nobody could then 
come to ask me questions about them. But I can- 
not^ say they appear very striking to me. One 
reason may be, what I observe myself cannot be 
very new to me. If. others are pleased, they ard 
the best judges. It seems very odd that you who 
are acquainted with some of the greatest authors of 
the day cannot find any thing of theirs worth set- 
ting down. . 

H. — That by no means pleases ,them. I under- 
stand G — is angry at the liberty I take with you: 
He is quite safe in this respect. I might answer him 
much in the manner of the fellow in the Country 
Girl when his fiiend introduces hb mistress and he 
salutes her— -<< Why, I suppose if I were to intro- 



dnee my gmi^otlier to yoa^— *^ Sir^^ replies tiie 
oilier^ '^ I should treat her with the utmost respect.'^ 
80 I shall never think of repeating any of G—^b 
cmversationsi My indifference may arise in part, 
ta yon say^ fiom their not being very new to 
me. G^— might, I dare say^ azgue reiy well on 
the doctrine of philoscqphical necessity or many 
other ^[ueadons; hot then I have read all this be- 
fiire in Hume or other writers, and I am very little 
edified, hecause I have myself had access to the 
aame aonrces that he has drawn fiom* But you, as 
an artist, have been pushed into an int^course witli 
the wodd as well as an observation of nature ; jKod 
combine a suflBcient knowledge of general subjects 
with living illustratians of them. I do not like the 
convosation of mere men of the world or anecdote- 
mongers, for there is nothii^; toUndit together, and 
the other sort is pedantic andl&esome firomrepetitbii, 
80 that there is nobody but you I can come to* 

N*~-You do not go enough into sodety, or you 
would be cured of what I cannot help regaidmgas 
a whim. You would there find many people of 
aense and information whose names you never heard 
o£ It is not those who have^ made most noise in 
the world who axe persona of the greatest generd 
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eipachj. It is the making the most of a Utae, or 
the being determined to get before others in some one 
thing (perhaps for want of other recommendations) 
&at brings men into notice. Indiidduals gain a 
xqputation as they make a fortune^ by application 
md by having set their minds upon it. But yoa 
htsve set out (hke other people brought up among 
books) with such exdusive notions of authors and 
literary fame, that if you find the least glimmerix^ 
c£ commim sense out of this pale, you think it a 
prod^, and run into the opposite extreme. I do 
not say that you have not a perceptioa of character, 
or have not thought as far as you haye observed; 
Imt yoa have not had the opportunities. You turn 
your back on the world, and fancy that they torn 
their backs on you. This is a very dangerous 
principle. You become reckless of consequences 
It leads to an abandonmat of character. By set- 
ting the opinion of others at defiance, you lose your 
fldf-respect. It is of no use that you still say, you 
will do what is right ; your passions usurp the place 
of reason, and whisper you, that whatever you are 
bent upon doing is right You cannot put this de^ 
eeption on the public, however false or prejudiced 
their standard may be ; and the opinion of the 
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world, therefore, acts as a seasonable check uptm 
wiUulness and eccentricity. 

H.— -What you have stated is the best excuse I 
could make for my own fiiults or blunders. When 
one is found fiiult with for nothing, or for doing one^s 
best, one is apt to give the world their levenge* 
All the former part of my life I was treated as a 
dpher; and since I bave got into notice, I have 
been set upon as a wild beast. When this is the 
case, and you can expect as little justice as candour, 
you naturally in self-defence take refiige in a sort of 
misanthropy and cynical contempt for mankind. 
One is disposed to humour them, and to furnish them 
with some ground for their idle and malevolent cen- 
sures. 

N. — ^But you should not. If you do nothing to 
confirm them in their first prejudices, they will come 
round in time. They are slow to admit claims, 
because they are not sure of their validity ; and 
they thwart and cross-examine you to try what tem- 
per you are made of. Without some such ordeal 
or difliculty thrown in the way, eveiy upstart and 
pretender must be swallowed whole. That would 
never do. Sut if you have patience to stand the 
test, justice is rendered at last, and you are stamped 
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for 88 much as you are worth. You certainly have 
not spared others : why should you expect nothing 
but <^ the milk of human kindness ?^^ Look to those " 
men behind you (a collectixm of portraits on 
the same frame) — there is Pope and Dryden — 
did they fare better than living authors? Had 
Qot Dryden his Shadwell, and Pope his Dennis, 
who fretted him to a shadow, and galled him almost 
to death ? There was Dr. Johnson, who in his 
writings was a pattern of wisdom and morality — ^he 
declared that he had been hunted down as if he 
had been the great enemy of mankind. But he had 
strength of mind to look down upon it. Not to do 
this, is either infirmity of temper, or shows a con- 
sdous want of any claims that are worth carrying 
up to a higher tribunal than the cabal and clamour 
of the moment. Sir Joshua always despised ina- 
licious reports ; he knew they would blow over : at 
the same time, he as little regarded exaggerated 
praise. Nothing you could say had any effect, if he 
was not satisfied with himself. He had a great 
game to play, and only looked to the result. He 
bad studied himself thoroughly ; and, besides, had 
great equanimity of temper, which, to be sure, it is 
difficult to acquire, if it is not natural. You have 
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tuo fiinlts: one is zfeud or quaird ivith the iraiU» 
whidi makes you despair, and preTents you taking 
aU the pains you mig^t : tiie other is a caidessneaa 
and mismanagement, which makes you throw awagr 
the little you actually do, and brings you into diffi- 
culties that way. Sir Joshua used to soy it was as 
wrong fbra man to think too little as too much of 
himself: if the one ran hun into extravagance and 
presumpticm, the other sank him in sloth and ini^ 
nificance. You see the same thing in horses : if 
they cannot stir a load at the first effort, they give 
it up as a hopeless task ; and nothing can rouse than 
£rom tfadr sluggish obstinacy -but blows and 31- 
treatment. 

H. — I confess all this, but I hardly ksMYW how to 
remedy it; nor do I fed any strong indacemei^. 
Xaki]^ one thing with another, I have no great 
cause to complain. If I had been a merdant, « 
bookseller, or the proprietor of a newspaper, instead 
of what I am, I might have had more money or 
possessed a town and oountiy-faouse, instead of 
lodging in a first or second fioor, as it may happen. 
Biit what then ? I see how the man of fansinesa 
imd fortmie passes his time. He is xsf vd in the 
dty by eight, swbUdwb his breakfiot in haste, aU 



tends a meeting of creditors, must read Lloyd'^s lists, 
eonsidt the price of consols, study tbe mfirkets, lode 
ijito his accounts, pay his workmen, and superintend 
his clerks : he has hardly a minute in the day ta 
himself, and perhaps in the four-and-tirenty hours 
does not do ^ single thing that he would do if he 
could help it. Surely, this sacrifice of time and 
inclination requires some compensation, whidi 16 
meets with. But how am I entitled to make my 
fortune (which cannot be done without all tfaia 
anxiety and drudgery) who do hardly any iimg at 
all, and never any thing but what I l&e to do ? I 
rise when I please, break&st at lengthy write what 
comes mto my head, and after taking a mutton-dbop 
and a dish of strong tea, go to tibe play, and thus my 

time passes. Mr has no time to go to the 

play. It was but the other day that I had to get 
up a little earlier than usual to go into the dty about 
some money transaction, which appeared to me apio^ 
digious hardship: if so, it was plain that I must lead 
a tolerably easy life : nor diould I object to passing 
mine over again. Till I was twenty, I had no idea 
of any thing but books, and thought every thing else 
was worthless and mechanical. The having to study 
painting about this tame, and finding the difficulties 
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and'beaujties it uiifi)lded, opened a new field to me, 
and I began to cotadude tliat there might be a 
number* of u other things between heaven and earth 
that were never dreamt of in my philosophy.'*^ Ask 
6 — J or any other literary man who has never been 
taken out of the leading-strings of learning, and you 
will percrive that they hold for a settled truth that 
the universe is built of words. 6 — has no interest 
but in literary fame, of which he is a worshipper : 
he cannot believe diat any one is clever, or has even 
' common sense, who has not written a book. If you 
talk to him of Italian cities, where great poets and 
patriots lived) he heaves a sigh ; and if I were pos- 
i^sseodi of a'&rtune, he should go and visit the house 
wheie.6ali{0o lived oi^ the tower where Ugolino was 
imprisoned. He ciin see widi the eyes of his mind. 
To all else he is marble. It is like speaking to him 
of the objects of a sta^th sense ; every other language 
seems dumb and inarticulate. 
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